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THE YEAR 
OF PRIEST'S 
DEFIANCE 


BY ALLEN VARNEY WITH RICK SWAN 


Artwork by Tom Baxa 


Last years publication of module HWA3, 
Nightstorm, marked the completion of Allen 
Varney’s “Blood Brethren” trilogy of adventures 
for the D&D HOLLOW WORLD campaign 
set. For TSR’s new DARK SUN campaign 
world, he will design the Veiled Alliance 
sourcebook, to be published in fall 1992. This 
is his third appearance in DUNGEON® 
Magazine. 

Rick Swans At the Spottle Parlor 
appeared in DUNGEON issue #12. His 
projects for TSR, Inc. include supplements for 
DRAGONLANCE, SPELLJAMMER, and 
MARVEL SUPER HEROES games. His latest 
work for TSR is FR14 The Great Glacier, 
a FORGOTTEN REALMS sourcebook to be 


published this summer. 


The Year of Priest’s Defiance is an 
AD&D adventure set in the world of 
Athas, the campaign setting described in 
the DARK SUN boxed set. The adventure 
works best for three to six PCs of levels 
3-5 (beginning characters in the DARK 
SUN world). In addition to the AD&D 
2nd Edition Player’s Handbook and 
Dungeon Master’s Guide, you'll need the 
Dark Sun Campaign Guide. In statistic 
listings for NPCs and monsters, information 
on psionic abilities appears in parentheses. 

This adventure can be incorporated into 
any existing Athasian campaign. It can 
be used as an immediate sequel to the 
adventure in the boxed set, an introductory 
adventure for characters just created on 
a player’s “character tree,” or a drop-in 
encounter in the midst of a longer desert 
adventure. An enterprising DM can also 
adapt the adventure to other campaign 
settings. The storyline is self-contained 
and can stand alone, but it also features 
many opportunities to send the PCs in new 
directions. These “loose ends” are reviewed 
at the end of the text, with suggestions for 
development. Use the ones you like and 
ignore or play down the rest. 


For the Dungeon Master 


The most widely used Athasian calendar 
follows a pair of concurrent cycles of 11 
and seven 375-day years. Every 77 years 
completes a “King’s Age” cycle. There have 
been 189 complete King’s Ages — more than 
14,500 years — since this calendar began, 
though most Athasians have no awareness 
of their history. 
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The 11-year endlean cycle names its years 
Friend, Desert, Priest, and so forth; the 
seven-year seofean cycle names its years 
Fury, Contemplation, Vengeance, etc.; 
and the years of the King’s Age receive 
combined names like Friend’s Fury, Desert’s 
Contemplation, and so on. 

The standard DARK SUN campaign 
begins in the 190th King’s Age, on High 
Sun, the first day of the Year of Priest's 
Defiance. This adventure is set on that day 
and takes its name from that year. 


The adventurers, crossing the desert, 
encounter a sandstorm that uncovers part 
of an ancient ruin of unknown type. Green 
grass — an unusual and astonishing sight in 
the DARK SUN world — magically sprouts 
around the ancient structure. The ruin is 
likely to be an irresistible lure to the PCs. 
Should they explore it, they may discover 
what appears to be a source of pure water. 
Unknown to the PCs, the building is 
actually an ancient mortuary, and the water 
is a bound water elemental that has been 
driven mad by long confinement. 

Two other parties appear while the PCs 
are exploring the ruin: a former templar 
named Thrassos Haruk, who has been 
searching for the legendary structure, and 
raiders led by Banneker, a ruthless defiler. 

The PCs must escape or otherwise deal 
with the raiding party, either with Thrassos 
Haruk’s help or without it. The PCs (or 
Thrassos, or the raiding party) may release 
the trapped elemental, flooding the area to 
create a temporary oasis that will attract 
monsters from all over the Tablelands. 


How the PCs Get There 

This scenario takes place in a sandy waste 
in the Tablelands outside Tyr, a city of the 
standard DARK SUN campaign. You can 
adapt it easily to any other sandy waste; 
there are many of them on Athas. 

Why are the PCs wandering in the hostile 
Tablelands? If they played the introductory 
adventure in the DARK SUN boxed set, 
they finish that scenario here. If not, here 
are some other ways to explain the heroes’ 
involvement in the adventure: 

e They are caravan guards who became 
separated from their caravan in a 
sudden sandstorm. 

e They are slaves who escaped from a 
grain plantation or iron mine outside 


Tyr. 


e They were traveling between cities 
when raiders attacked (perhaps they 
were attacked by Banneker’s raiders, 
who appear later in this adventure). 
The PCs barely fended them off, and 
are now weakened. 

e They are treasure hunters searching 
for metal or magic in forgotten ruins. 


Mansion In the Sand 


A new day is about to begin. The PCs are 
thirsty, they're probably lost, and they've 
just endured a gruelling sandstorm. They've 
lost most of a night’s travel, and they're 
facing another day of desert heat. Allow the 
severity of the situation to sink in, then read 
or paraphrase the following to the players: 


You're standing along the ridge of a 
towering dune when the dawn breaks 
like a sneak attack. The sun rises quickly, 
bright red at the horizon, and you already 
feel hotter. 

When you look down the sunlit side 
of the dune, you can hardly believe your 
eyes. The sandstorm has half-exposed a 
building. It’s made of large tan-coloured 
stones, with a flat roof surrounded by a 
series of thick pillars. It looks like one 
wing of a larger structure. Though the 
building has been buried for who knows 
how many King’s Ages, it looks like it 
could have been built yesterday. 

The far end of the building is facing 
away from you, toward the sun. There’s 
a patch of green in the sand around it. 
As you watch, the green spreads. To your 
amazement, you realise that the patch is 
grass — fresh, new grass. 


Stress to the PCs how wondrous a sight 
green grass is on Athas. If they're not 
inclined to investigate the ruin, any PC 
who makes a successful Intelligence check 
realises that where there’s grass, there may 
be water as well. Travellers can never have 
enough water in the desert; to ignore a 
potential source of water would be foolish, 
possibly suicidal. 


Ruin Exterior 

The grass around the ruin sprouts densely 
in a 100’ radius and grows to about a foot 
in height before it stops. The sprouting 
grass results from a special rejuvenate spell, 
activated when the sun's rays struck the 
walls of the exposed building. 


The grass is a type of couch grass, lush 
green and sweet smelling, similar to wheat. 
Its not poisonous nor dangerous in any 
other way, though it’s somewhat bitter to 
the taste. 

The building is one wing of a structure 
built in Greco-Roman style, with high 
ceilings and majestic decorations, though 
the ravages of time have eroded most of the 
detail. The building has tilted slightly over 
the centuries (about a 10° slope), but it 
remains intact. 

Though the PCs may never figure it 
out, this building was once a commercial 
mortuary. The permanent rejuvenate spell 
that made the grass grow served to produce 
consoling beauty for wealthy clients. 


Ruin Interior 
The air inside the ruin is musty and humid. 
There is no interior light source, but the 
rising sun shines straight down the hallway, 
illuminating the rooms with dim red light. 
Sand drifts fill the interior to a depth of 2’- 
3’; walking in the loose sand reduces normal 
movement rates by a third. Ceilings are 9’- 
10’ high, measured from the surface of the 
drifts. Except for the sand, most rooms are 
empty, their original contents long since 
crumbled to dust. 


1. North Mural Room. This room has 
wide, high windows without panes and 
is full of sand drifts to almost waist level. 
There is nothing beneath the sand except 
for two rows of eight heavy stone benches 
(300 lbs. each). The walls are stained and 
dirty, but still faintly visible are colourful 
murals showing happy people in clean cities 
full of greenery. Funeral services were held 
in this room. 


2. South Mural Room. This room is 
similar to area 1, but here the murals depict 
pools of blue water surrounded by lush 
vegetation. What appear to be long, open, 
wooden boxes float on the surfaces of the 
pools. Happy people stand in the boxes, 
some of them wielding poles with strings 
that dangle into the water. 

This room was also used for funeral 
services. The murals depict boats and 
fishermen, sights unknown in the current 
age. 
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3. North Latrine. There is nothing in 
this room but sand. Near the north wall 
are three shallow indentations, each about 
a foot in diameter, that lead to deep holes. 
A PC who examines the indentations and 
makes a successful Intelligence check 
deduces the probable purpose of this room. 


4. South Latrine. This room is identical 
to area 3, but the indentations are located 
near the south wall. Additionally, a tapering 
sand pit 10’ in diameter fills the northern 
section of the room, blocking the entry way. 

The pit belongs to a young ant lion. The 
stone floor here eroded long ago, allowing 
the ant lion to burrow upward and construct 
the pit. 

Ant lion, young: INT animal; AL N; AC 
18; MV 9, burrow 1; HD 4; hp 30; Attack 
+4; #AT 1; Dmg 5d4; SA victim is impaled 
on creature’s barbs for 5d4 damage each 
round after initial hit; SZ L; ML 8; XP 270; 
Psionics: nil, MAC 12; MC2. 

A PC coming within a foot of the pit has 
a 20% chance of slipping and falling in; a 
PC intentionally entering the pit has a 50% 
chance of sliding to the bottom. A PC 
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taking precautions when entering the pit, 
such as having a companion hold him with 
a rope, has no risk of falling. Anyone who 
falls to the bottom of the pit, a distance of 
20’, lands in a bed of soft sand and suffers 
2d4 hp damage. 

As soon as a PC reaches the bottom of the 
pit, regardless of whether he falls or enters 
intentionally, the young ant lion bursts from 
a covering of sand and attempts to grab the 
PC with its mandibles. The ant lion fights to 
the death, though it won't leave its pit. 

If the PCs defeat the ant lion, they may 
explore the pit. A passage leading from the 
south side of the pit winds underground for 
about 200’. Several shorter passages branch 
off this main passage and lead to similar 
pits; the longest branch leads to an escape 
hole. 

All of the pits, as well as the escape hole, 
open to the surface of the desert. In one of 
the pits (DM’s choice) is a chunk of black 
onyx (worth 20 sp), left behind by one of 
the ant lion’s long-dead victims. You may 
want to stock the passages and pits with 
more treasure, along with snakes, scorpions, 
and other hazards. 
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5. Storage. This room is filled with piles 
of sawdust mixed with what seem to be 
blue, green, and red powders. The powders 
are odourless, harmless, and worthless. 

The sawdust piles were once wooden 
crates that held incense and other ceremonial 
substances used for funerals. Though the 
substances are now inert, resourceful PCs 
might use the dust to surprise and blind an 
enemy. 


6. Long Room. Around the edge of the 
room stand many stone shelves holding 
dozens of urns decorated with embossed 
designs. About a third of the urns show 
elaborately detailed pictures of pastoral 
scenes and teeming cities similar to those in 
the mural rooms. The rest are plain stone. 
The urns are all the same size and look large 
enough to hold a gallon or two of water, but 
all are empty. 

These shelves hold a wide selection of 
funerary urns that were to contain cremated 
remains. The detailed urns were intended 
for wealthy customers, the plain urns for the 
less affluent. 
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7. Rubble. A thick wall of rubble blocks 
access to the rest of the building. Originally, 
the western wings of the building contained 
crematoria, a morgue, and more rooms 
similar to the ones described above. This 
adventure assumes that all of the building 
west of area 7 has collapsed, but you should 
feel free to add more rooms and fill them 
with dangers. Diligent PCs might be able 
to clear away enough rubble to uncover a 
passage leading to such rooms. 


8. Water Room. For details on this room 
and its contents, see the “Water!” section. 


Water! 

The innermost room of the wing (area 
8) contains four wide, high stone tables 
of enigmatic purpose. (This was the 
embalming room, and these are embalming 
tables.) Affixed in the centre of one wall is 
a stone cistern, 4’ high, 4’ in diameter, and 
about 6” thick. Its surface is rough and worn 
from years of erosion, but the cistern is still 
intact. The cistern is filled nearly to the brim 
with what appears to be clear, fresh water 
that foams and churns constantly. 

Carved above the cistern is a line of runic 
writing. The language is so ancient that no 
one alive can make sense of it; the runes 
are little more than gibberish to the party. 
Roughly translated, the runes read: “The 
water pure from the realm beyond, for the 
body corrupt to the spirit hereafter.” 

To PCs peering inside, the cistern appears 
to have no bottom. PCs who use a weighted 
line (or, unwisely, climb down inside) find 
that the water extends into an underground 
tank of stone. The tank is 15’ below floor 
level and is nearly 20’ in diameter. About a 
foot of sand lines the bottom of the tank. 

On Athas, the discovery of this much 
fresh water is a miracle, a genuine treasure 
trove. But why is it here, and how did it 
survive the ages? 

All of the water in the cistern is actually 
a bound water elemental. It’s no ordinary 
elemental, either — this is a highly intelligent 
and powerful priest from an elemental 
civilisation in the Plane of Elemental Water. 

Water elemental: INT high; AL N; AC 
18; MV 6, swim 18; HD 12; hp 70; Attack 
+12; #AT 1; Dmg 5d6; SA see below; SD 
+2 or better weapons to hit, immune 
to psionics; SZ L; ML 16; XP 10,000; 
Psionics: nil; casts spells as 12th-level priest; 
DSMC3/114 (Elemental). 


The owners of this mortuary summoned 
and cruelly bound the elemental inside this 
cistern. Their faith held that bathing the 
departed in an elemental’s water would help 
the spirit in the presumed afterlife. That 
belief died with the civilisation, but the spell 
confining the elemental survived its jailers. 
So the elemental has waited here, trapped 
and alone, for millennia. 

The elemental priest has the spell-like 
ability to create vast quantities of water 
(as per the first-level priest spell, but 1,000 
gallons per level). Years of special training 
in the Plane of Elemental Water gave it 
immunity to psionics. 

The elemental can also shape and 
animate any water it touches, as though 
the water were part of its own body. In this 
adventure, the elemental uses its water 
animation ability to create dramatic effects. 
It might shape itself into a huge pool, then 
send alien forms dancing across the water's 
surface to intimidate its enemies. Likewise, 
it might attempt to drown an NPC raider in 
a globe of water hovering at its fingertips. 
Aim for maximum showmanship. 

Elemental thought processes are so 
different from human standards that the 
concept of “insanity” doesn’t quite apply. 
But due to its long confinement, this 
elemental’s intellect certainly has grown 
unconventional, even by the standards of 
its race. It has forgotten its name, if it ever 
had one. Because of the elemental’s special 
nature, the PCs cannot communicate with 
or command it, psionically or otherwise. 
More important, they cannot attack, 
wrench, or otherwise affect the elemental 
psionically. 

The cistern radiates magic (a result of 
the spell that confines the elemental). 
Clairsentient devotions such as object 
reading pick up only great age and a sense 
of ceremonial cleansing. The owners’ 
alignments were all lawful neutral; their 
ages, genders, and races varied. Consider 
the binding spell to have been cast by a 
20th-level wizard for purposes of dispel 
magic. 

The PCs can drop objects into the water 
with no problem. However, if the PCs dip 
out or otherwise attempt to remove some 
water, the water immediately flies back into 
the cistern. A PC who submerges his face 
in the water and attempts to drink it will be 
able to taste it (it tastes like normal water) 
but will not be able to swallow it. 


If the PC attempts to hold the water in 
his mouth, the water forces its way out of 
his lips, returning to the cistern in a thin 
stream. 

Anyone who climbs into the cistern is 
immediately sucked down and buffeted 
about by the crazed elemental (3d6 hp 
damage). One round later, the elemental 
“spits” the victim back out. Observant PCs 
can note that no water spills out of the 
cistern along with the ejected person — the 
spell that confines the elemental keeps all 
the water inside. 

The spell is negated if the cistern is 
destroyed (the enchantment is such that 
the elemental itself cannot destroy the 
cistern). The cistern is destroyed if it takes 
40 hp damage (it has an Armour Class of 
10). At the your discretion, adroit use of 
the molecular manipulation or soften powers 
may also destroy the cistern. Destroying the 
cistern or dispelling the binding spell frees 
the elemental (with results described in the 
“Ending the Adventure” section). 

Low-level PCs should not be able to 
harm the elemental, as psionic attacks are 
ineffective. But even if the PCs have the 
magical weapons or abilities required, you 
may decide that the spell that confines the 
elemental also protects it from harm. 

After the PCs have examined the cistern, 
but before they have a chance to free the 
elemental, proceed to the “Stranger's 
Arrival” section. 


Stranger's Arrival 


If the PCs have posted a guard outside the 
ruin or are scanning the area clairvoyantly, 
read this aloud: 


A tall, thin man marches over a dune to 
the east, framed by the rising sun. He 
wears a swirling brown robe and carries 
a wooden staff. As he comes closer, you 
see his long yellow hair, narrow face, and 
long neck. He has a strange gray cast to 
his features, as though he were walking 
in shadow. 

Beside him hops a ratlike creature that 
bounds along on two muscular hind legs. 
The creature is about 2’ tall; its long pink 
tail drags behind it. You recognise the 
creature as a jarbo, a harmless rodent 
that can sense water. Desert nomads 
sometimes keep them as pets. 

The man is marching resolutely toward 
this building. 


THE YEAR OF PRIEST'S DEFIANCE 


THE BURIED RUIN 


1 square =5' 


If the PCs posted no guard, and the 
stranger enters the building before they 
discover him, read this instead: 


There are slow footsteps outside the 
room. Down the long hallway, framed in 
the light from the doorway behind, walks 
a tall, thin man with long blond hair. 
From his narrow, craggy features you 
guess he might be about 30 years old. He 
wears brown robes and carries a staff. 

A large rodent, 2’ tall, hops lightly 
at his side. You recognise it as a jarbo, 
a harmless creature with the ability to 
sense water, sometimes kept as pets by 
desert nomads. 


The man is Thrassos Haruk. His 
companion is a jarbo named Hemmer. 


Thrassos Haruk: AL N; AC 13; MV 
12; C5; hp 29; Attack +3; #AT I; Dmg by 
weapon type +1; S 14, D 15, C 16,1 16, W 
14, Ch 14; ML 14; staff; Psionics (+2, PSPs 
6, MAC 11)): sensitivity to psychic impressions. 
Spells: create water (x 2), cure light wounds 
(x2), light; coat of mist, slow poison, speak 
with animals; cure disease. Treasure: ring of 
merciful shadows. 


In his early life, Thrassos was of neutral 
good alignment, studious, diligent, and a 
bit naive. Eventually, he was recruited as 
a templar in the city-state of Tyr, to serve 
the mad King Kalak. Thrassos rose slowly 
through the ranks. By prolonged contact 
with the evil templars, the impressionable 
Thrassos gradually and unconsciously 
became neutral evil in alignment. (See the 
Dungeon Master’s Guide, page 28.) 

Then Thrassos’s immediate superior 
templar, Rogol Kalak’s-Arm, enlisted him 
to covertly investigate the accounts of 
a large dynastic merchant house in Tyr. 
Thrassos found evidence linking a highly 
placed templar with a plot to overthrow the 
sorcerer-king and turned it over to Rogol, 
expecting a promotion. Instead, in a move 
typical of templar infighting, Rogol exposed 
the evidence, then named Thrassos as 
the person responsible for uncovering it. 
Hounded by vengeful agents of the accused 
templar, Thrassos barely escaped Tyr alive. 

In the years since, Thrassos has travelled 
the desert, surviving by healing injuries in 
small villages or purifying water at oases, 
walking in a constant merciful shadows spell. 
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He has become more neutral and 
withdrawn, speaking little, and has lost 
most social graces. If left undisturbed, he 
will eventually become a druid (it remains 
to be seen whether his imminent encounter 
with the PCs will leave him “undisturbed” ). 
In his travels, Thrassos has heard rumours 
of this legendary mortuary and the trapped 
elemental; he’s been searching for the 
mortuary for some time. 


Hemmer (jarbo): INT animal; AL N; AC 
13; MV 24; hp 4; Attack +0; #AT 1; Dmg 
1d3; SZ T; ML 4; XP 7; Psionics (PSPs 10, 
MAC 11): sense water; DSMC3/173. 

Hemmer is Thrassos Haruk’s loyal pet and 
indispensable companion. Thrassos found 
Hemmer shortly after the priest arrived in 
the desert. They have become fast friends 
and have saved one another's life several 
times. Thrassos will do nearly anything to 
protect Hemmer; likewise, Thrassos takes 
revenge against any who harm the jarbo. 
This hardy, harmless creature has the psionic 
ability to sense water across long distances in 
the desert. It has guided Thrassos to the 
uncovered ruin. 
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Role-playing Thrassos 

Thrassos has only marginal interest in 
the PCs — he neither fears them nor is 
particularly concerned with their problems. 
He wants to explore the ruin, study the 
murals, and see if the rumours about the 
water elemental are true. If there’s water to 
be found, he’d be more than happy to take 
some with him. 

Thrassos means the party no harm, but 
his manners are very rusty. Like any desert 
traveller, he views strangers with suspicion. 
He'll be reluctant to say much to the 
party unless they openly befriend him and 
convince him they aren't hostile. 

The PCs won't be able to deduce much 
about Thrassos merely from his appearance. 
A lone wanderer in the Athasian desert could 
be anyone or anything: a druid, a crazed 
hermit, a psionic master on retreat from his 
students, a powerful defiler or a harmless 
peasant. (The PCs probably have not heard 
of the merciful shadows spell unless they are 
priests, so Thrassos's gray appearance will 
likely be a mystery.) Still, this uncertainty 
is a feature of life on Athas, where the key 
to survival is avoiding unnecessary trouble. 
Encourage the PCs to meet Thrassos 
instead of pointlessly attacking. 


Getting Acquainted 

As Thrassos approaches the building, he 
can be heard muttering to himself, “Oh, 
very bad, very bad, Hemmer. Trapped. I 
think it’s trapped.” Thrassos is referring to 
the water elemental. After sizing up the 
battered ruin, he fears the elemental may be 
buried in rubble or trapped in some other 
way. However, the PCs may well think that 
they're the ones being trapped! 

If the PCs approach Thrassos or otherwise 
draw attention to themselves, Thrassos 
greets them politely but a bit disjointedly, 
not as long-lost friends. 

“Uhh. I see you've beaten me here,” he 
says, sniffing the air. “Mmm. Nice smell. TIl 
just look around. Where is the water?” 

Though Thrassos takes no hostile actions 
against the party, he is so aloof and so 
poor at conversation that he may provoke 
suspicious PCs to attack. If so, Thrassos 
defends himself to the best of his ability 
then plays dead at the most opportune’ 
moment. If the PCs insist on soundly 
thrashing Thrassos, you may wish to 
intervene, keeping Thrassos from death’s 
door (barely) so that he can participate in 


the adventure’s climax. If Thrassos plays 
dead or the party beats him unconscious, 
proceed to “Banneker’s Raiders”. 

If the party doesn’t attack him, Thrassos 
wanders around the building, with Hemmer 
hopping along beside him. He examines 
the various rooms, rubbing his chin and 
mumbling to himself. The PCs are free to 
accompany him. 

If the PCs are polite and patient, 
Thrassos shares what he’s heard about 
the building (that it’s actually a mortuary, 
and that a water elemental was allegedly 
trapped here to cleanse the spirits of the 
deceased to prepare them for the afterlife). 
He'll speculate, if asked, about the purpose 
of each of the rooms. He makes only 
vague guesses, more or less accurate. For 
instance, he identifies area 5 as some type of 
storage area but isn’t sure what the sawdust 
represents. He has a few sad comments to 
make when he sees the murals in areas 1 
and 2 (“Why didn’t they see what they were 
losing?”). Thrassos is also willing to share 
details about bis own background. 

At some point in the conversation, 
Thrassos asks the PCs if they've had any 
trouble with a band of raiders led by a defiler 
named Banneker. “Quite a brute. Rides a 
giant lizard. Been active around here for 
quite some time, so I've heard. Was tracking 
me for a while, but I lost him.” Thrassos 
has no other relevant information about 
Banneker’s raiders, except for advising the 
party to be wary of them. 

When Thrassos discovers the cistern in 
area 8, he examines it, tracing his finger 
along its surface, peering inside. When 
Thrassos finishes, he announces that the 
elemental is trapped inside. He decides to 
release it and tries to enlist the PCs to help. 
If they refuse, he breaks a chunk of stone 
from a bench and pounds on the cistern. 
Thrassos is able to inflict only 1d4 hp 
damage against the cistern per round. If the 
PCs don’t stop him, he eventually destroys 
the cistern and releases the elemental (see 
“Concluding the Adventure” for results). 

If the PCs interfere with Thrassos’s 
attempt to free the elemental, Thrassos 
begins to argue with them, insisting that 
there’s valuable water to be had. The 
argument is interrupted by the sounds of 
scuffling coming from outside the building. 
A high nasal voice calls from the entrance, 
“In the name of the great King Kalak of Tyr, 
I bring you greetings.” 


Banneker’s Raiders 


The nasal voice belongs to Banneker Last- 
Man, a defiler leading one of the small 
raiding parties common in the Tablelands. 
(Banneker Last-Man is so known because he 
has sometimes been the last man to emerge 
alive from a confrontation.) Banneker has 
made a fair living preying on small parties of 
travellers, acquiring a reputation for cruelty 
in the process. 

The raiding party consists of the following: 


Banneker: AL LE; AC 10; MV 12; W7 
(defiler); hp 26; Attack +2; #AT l; Dmg by 
spell or weapon type; S 10, D 12, C 14,117, 
W 16, Ch 15; ML 14; XP 2,000; obsidian 
dagger (1d4-1 hp damage); Psionics (+2, 
PSPs 24, MAC 12): mindlink, inflict pain. 
Spells: affect normal fires, charm person, erdlu 
claw, giant fur, light, protection from good; 
blur, detect good, flaming sphere (x2), orb of 
power; dispel magic, energy conduit (7 levels), 
Melf’s minute meteors; charm monster (cast on 
mekillot). 

Banneker is a short, rather pudgy man in 
his early 40s with a bushy black beard and 
long, thinning hair. Like his raiders, he wears 
leather sandals and a black burnoose with a 
red sash; he carries a staff of mahogany. 


Banneker rides in a rattan howdah on the 
back of a mekillot, a giant brown lizard with 
an immense chitinous shell. 

The mekillot ordinarily has a surly temper, 
but Banneker keeps it under his control 
with a charm monster spell, renewed every 
two days. Banneker’s mekillot feeds on the 
raiders’ victims. Fortunately for the PCs, it 
has fed recently. 

Mekillot: INT animal; AL N; AC 13 
(underside 11); MV9; HD 11; hp 75; Attack 
+11; #AT 1; Dmg 1d6; SA swallow victim on 
hit roll of 20 (save vs. paralysation to avoid; 
swallowed victims can use only psionics to 
attack); crush (drops on anything crawling 
beneath it for 2d12 damage); SZ G; ML 
14; XP 6,000; Psionics: nil, MAC 15; 
DSMC3/12 (Animal, Domestic). 


With Banneker in the canopied seat 
(but hidden from the PCs’ view) is his pet 
python, Gerda. 

Gerda (normal constrictor snake): INT 
animal; AL N; AC 14; MV 9; HD 3+2; 
hp 20; Attack +3; #AT 2; Dmg 1/1d3; SA 
constriction; SZ M; ML 8; XP 176; Psionics: 
nil, MAC 11; MC1 (Snake). 
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Banneker’s aides are a sadistic mul called 
Hurk and a young, dim-witted half-giant 
named Graddle. 


Hurk (mul): AL NE; AC 12; MV 12; F6; 
hp 45; Attack +7 or +6; #AT 1; Dmg 1d6+4 
(spear) or 1d2+2 (whip) or 1d4+1 )obsidian 
dagger); S 17, D 16, C 20, I 11, W 12, Ch 
10; ML 16; XP 420; Psionics (+0, PSPs 6, 
MAC 10) biofeedback. 

Hurk is 6’ tall, 280 lbs., and about 35 
years old, with coppery skin and rippling 
muscles. His face has been heavily scarred 
by the slavemaster’s whip. Now he carries 
a whip in addition to his wooden spear and 
obsidian dagger. Hurk is a cool customer, a 
seasoned veteran with nerves of steel. 


Graddle (half-giant): AL LE today (E is 
fixed component; AC 10; MV 12; F2; hp 
38; Attack +5 or +4/+2; #AT 1 or 2; Dmg 
1d6+6 (bone mace) or 1d6+5 (bone wrist 
razors); SA and SD as per half-giant; S 20, 
D 12, C 20, I 4, W 8, Ch 8; ML 11; XP 65; 
Psionics (-2, PSPs 2, MAC 10): synesthete. 

Graddle is 11’ tall, 1,600 Ibs., and about 
18 years old. He makes Hurk look puny. 
The half-giant is tremendously ugly, with a 
bulbous nose, sunken eyes, and huge ears. 
His burnoose is too short for him, and his 
long, tanned legs show no scars (a clue to 
alert PCs that the half-giant has yet to see 
a serious battle}. He is prone to bizarre 
giggling while in combat, but because of 
his inexperience and slow wits, he may be 
startled by insignificant threats. 

Graddle carries in his sash a bone mace 
carved from the thigh-bone of an inix and 
wears wrist razors strapped to both wrists. 


Banneker also leads human raiders, two 
per PC, who ride domesticated kanks. 

Raider: AL NE; AC 12; MV 12; F3; 
hp 16; Attack +2 or +3; #AT 1 or 2 or 1; 
Dmg 1d6+2 (obsidian short sword) or 1d6 
(short bow) or 1d3+1 (blowgun with barbed 
dart); S 13, D 13, C 14, I 11, W 10, Ch 
10; ML 12; XP 175; shield; 10 bone flight 
arrows; 10 barbed darts; Psionics: roll on 
Wild Talent tables (Dark Sun Campaign 
Guide, pages 394-396), MAC 10. 

Kank: INT animal; AL N; AC 15; MV 
15; HD 2; hp 15; Attack +2; #AT 1; Dmg 
1d6; SA class O poison (injury, onset 2d12 
rounds, paralysis/0); SZ L; ML 14; XP 
35; Psionics: nil, MAC 14; DSMC3/12 
(Animals, Domestic). 


Half of the raiders carry blowguns, half 
short bows; all carry obsidian short swords. 
None of the raiders wear armour, for it is 
desperately uncomfortable in the great heat. 
But all human raiders except Banneker 
carry small shields made of the tough black 
chitin of the kank (brittle; 20% chance to 
shatter when hit). 

The kanks are soldiers; the brood queen 
and food producers are at their lair far away. 


Banneker’s Greeting 
Banneker’s raiders move to surround the 
ruin. If they see obvious magic at work, they 
attack instantly. (Wizards are hated and 
hunted on Athas, often by other wizards.) 
Otherwise, the defiler calls out and greets 
the PCs in a calm voice dripping with 
sarcasm: 


“How pleasant to meet new friends 
in this lonely waste?” The bearded man 
on the mekillot doesn’t actually look 
friendly, though. Neither do the mounted 
men, who carry weapons of wood and 
obsidian. Their black shields shine like 
the shells of the insects they ride. 

“I am an agent of the king,” says the 
man on the giant lizard. “His Majesty has 
claimed this structure and all possessions 
inside it. I ask you to kindly hand over 
your water and weapons.” 


This lie is unlikely to persuade the PCs. If 
Thrassos is with them, he whispers, “That’s 
Banneker, the raider I was telling you about. 
Watch yourselves.” 

If the party doesn’t do as asked, Banneker 
offers a long sequence of increasingly 
preposterous lies to persuade the PCs to 
cooperate. (Typical lies might include, “I 
promise no harm will come to you. Do I 
not look like an honest man?” “You are 
trespassing in a building that belongs to my 
family.” “Did I mention that I am, in fact, 
the son of the great king?” “Not only does 
my family own this building, we own this 
entire desert. You are standing in our sand.”) 
Give the PCs the chance to challenge these 
absurd lies. 

If the PCs do hand over their weapons, 
Banneker’s group captures the entire 
group, including Thrassos, and beats them 
senseless, then leaves them unconscious 
and bleeding in the desert. If the PCs can 
make it to an oasis after they wake up, they 
may live to learn a hard lesson about trust in 
the DARK SUN world. 


~ 


If, however, the PCs decline to surrender, 
Banneker glances at his aides and then 
sneers at the party. “Very well then. The 
time for talk has passed.” He gestures for 
his raiders to move in. 


Battle Tactics 

Ordinarily, the raiders might try to wait out 
their victims, but the PCs have the shade 
and the water. So, unless the PCs surrender, 
the raiders make a direct attack. 

If PCs take cover in the building: The 
raiders hang back and shoot arrows or darts 
at any exposed PC, targeting spell-casters 
first. Meanwhile, Banneker leaps out of the 
howdah and orders the mekillot to attack. 
The raiders’ missile fire stops as the creature 
moves ponderously towards the building 
and attacks the entrance. After a few blows, 
the end of the roof collapses, burying any 
PCs who were beneath it (6d6 hp damage). 
The raiders move in on foot to lure the PCs 
out into the open. 

If PCs are in the open: The raiders use 
missile fire as long as possible, while Graddle 
the half-giant makes loud, impatient taunts 
of marginal coherence. After the PCs 
engage the raiders, the half-giant charges, 
wrist-razors glinting in the rising sun. Hurk 
the mul is close behind. 

Again, Banneker jumps out of the 
howdah and orders the mekillot to attack. 
The creature snaps at the heroes with its 
wide mouth. Meanwhile, Banneker begins 
casting spells. 

Staging the spell-casting: This is an 
important part of the DARK SUN world, 
so try to make the following scene as vivid 
and dramatic as possible to the PCs. 

Banneker, the defiler wizard, is standing 
on a field of green grass 100 feet in radius 
(fertile terrain). He gestures broadly and 
casts a first-level protection from good spell on 
himself. As he does so, the green grass turns 
to gray ash in a radius of three feet around 
him. Nothing will grow in the lifeless ash. 
Also, living creatures within this radius feel 
nauseated and take a -2 penalty to initiative, 
attack rolls, saving throws proficiency 
checks, and ability checks for one round. 

On the next round, Banneker casts a 
second-level blur spell, and the circle of ash 
extends another five feet outward. Living 
creatures in this radius continue to take 
a non-cumulative -2 penalty to initiative, 
attack rolls, saving throws proficiency 
checks, and ability checks. 
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On the third and six subsequent rounds, 
Banneker casts Melf’s minute meteors, once 
per round, at the most threatening PCs 
(targeting spell-casters first). This third- 
level spell extends the ash circle another five 
feet each time it’s cast, continuing to inflict 
the same -2 penalty each round. 

(Technically the spell extends the ash 
circle all the way on the first round of 
casting. But it shows the effects of defiler 
magic more dramatically if the ash extends 
incrementally over the next six rounds with 
the casting of each minute meteor.) 

Leaping onto the mekillot: A PC may 
try to leap into the howdah and guide the 
mekillot. However, Banneker’s constrictor 
snake is waiting to attack the unlucky hero. A 
PC who defeats or disposes of the snake can 
try to control the mekillot. This may require 
an animal handling or riding proficiency 
check. If the PC has a riding proficiency 
other than for mekillots, the check suffers a 
-5 penalty. Play up the mekillot’s vicious and 
stubborn nature; Banneker’s charm monster 
spell does not make the mekillot more 
amiable to the PCs. 


Concluding the Adventure 


At some point during the battle, the cistern 
should break, freeing the water elemental. 
The mekillot’s attack might do this, the PCs 
may decide to do it themselves, or Thrassos 
(perhaps struggling back from death’s door) 
may do it without the PCs’ knowledge. 
Try to time the elemental’s appearance 
for a dramatic moment in the battle, such 
as when a PC faces certain death from 
Banneker’s magic. Alternately, you may free 
the elemental to provoke the action (the 
PCs may have to go through Banneker to 
get away from the elemental). 

Once freed, the elemental surges forth 
like a tidal wave, conjuring torrents of pure 
water as it heads toward the building's 
entrance. Maddened by long captivity, the 
elemental attacks the first target in sight. 
For maximum drama, try to make this one 
of Banneker's raiders, or better yet, the 
mekillot. The sight of the huge lizard, tossed 
up in a wave of water like a cork, is sure to 
arouse the party's awe. 

Soon, the entire wing of the structure 
is flooded, and the pool of water grows to 
cover the surrounding area. The elemental 
conjures nightmare shapes from the water, 
shapes that catch and engulf the raiders. 


Last to be caught is Banneker. The PCs 
see the wizard’s wretched struggles while 
they (presumably) seek cover. If Graddle or 
Hurk survives, he loyally flings himself into 
the water-shape to rescue Banneker, only to 
be caught and drowned himself. The other 
raiders and their kanks run for the hills. 

If the PCs don’t seek cover, they could be 
victims themselves. Allow them to trick or 
divert the elemental; nearly any behaviour 
can be justified by the monster’s insanity 
and rage. Or you may prefer to bring the 
elemental’s full wrath upon them, and when 
things look very bad, bring in rescue from 
an unexpected quarter. 

Thrassos’s Reaction. Thrassos Haruk 
can help the PCs at a crucial point, even 
if they fought him earlier. Give one PC a 
chance to gain Thrassos’s belated sympathy, 
such as by rescuing the helpless jarbo, 
Hemmer, from the rising flood. Then 
Thrassos might make a surprise appearance 
(perhaps after the PCs left him for dead), 
using his clerical understanding of the 
elemental to persuade it to leave them alone. 
In this deed Thrassos either dies heroically, 
or the heroes can escort him back to Tyr and 
try to get him into the Veiled Alliance, the 
secret society of preservers and their allies. 
If Thrassos dies, Hemmer the jarbo takes a 
liking to one of the PCs and becomes their 
pet. 

Wrapping Up. Once the raiders are 
taken care of and the entire area is flooded, 
the elemental rises in a huge waterspout, 
then vanishes back to the Plane of Elemental 
Water with a clap of thunder. The bodies of 
the raiders drift lazily to the shore of the 
new oasis. 


New Directions 


Here are a few loose ends that the PCs may 
explore in further adventures: 

The Haunted Mortuary. Did the 
mortuary attendants, now dead for long 
ages, conduct dark experiments here? Did 
they create a horde of undead, now waiting 
elsewhere in the ruin? 

Jarbo Hunt. The PCs may want to 
acquire jarbos of their own. Thrassos knows 
of a large colony at the foot of a distant 
cliff. The PCs can travel there and befriend 
the jarbos with psionic powers or bribes 
of food. Unfortunately, the colony is also 
the stomping ground for several predators, 
which the PCs must first deal with. 


Raiding the Raiders. Banneker’s 
surviving raiders retreat to their lair, a 
barren box canyon 20 miles north of here. 
A dry stream bed runs through the centre 
of the canyon. PCs can enter stealthily 
through this wash to surprise the raiders. 
The warren of caverns along one wall holds 
their meagre treasure... and do the caverns 
lead downward? 

Half-Giant Groupie. If Graddle the 
half-giant somehow survives, he may come 
to idolise one PC who played an important 
role in defeating Banneker. The half-giant 
tries to join the PCs, imitates his new idol 
slavishly, and in general behaves like a big, 
stupid puppy. Graddle offers to take the 
PCs to his home village to meet his parents 
(if he can remember where the village is). 
Once there, the PCs find the parents have 
been kidnapped by templars to serve in the 
sorcerer-king’s gladiatorial arenas. Time for 
a rescue mission! 

More Strangers. Until the water dries 
up, this area will attract caravans and other 
travellers with appropriate proficiencies or 
psionics (or good luck). These passers-by 
can hire the PCs as guards or mercenaries. 

Buried Treasure. The flood may have 
reburied the structure under a huge mound 
of sand, or a convenient sandstorm can do 
so. But if you like, the building can remain 
accessible. The PCs can explore it further, 
perhaps finding necromantic items or other 
mortuary-related magic. 

In any case, the heroes have a new world 
of adventure before them, and many harsh 
challenges to overcome in the brutal battle 
for survival. They can expect that there 
will always be something new under the 
scorching red sun of Athas. 
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Randy writes: “I live in the desert, so it’s not 
surprising that I like the DARK SUN setting. 
However, I don’t recommend the world of Athas 
for inexperienced DMs. A novice DM bhas 
enough to keep track of in running a convincing 
adventure without throwing in the Athasian 
extras of a harsh climate and psionics. For those 
DMs up to the challenge of the DARK SUN 
setting, the following adventure should prove 
interesting. As Shun the Mul said, “A mind is 
a terrible thing to waste. But in this case, you'd 
better waste it before it wastes you!” 


Raiders of the Chanth is an AD&D game 
module for 4-6 PCs of levels 3-5 (about 20 
levels total). The module is designed for 
use with the DARK SUN setting, and the 
DM should be familiar with the unique 
properties and peculiarities of the DARK 
SUN world before running this adventure. 
Also, the DM is advised to become 
thoroughly familiar with the new monster 
used in the module (see area 6) before 
running the adventure. 

The adventuring party should be well 
equipped and should have a good mixture 
of races, classes, and non-evil alignments. 
The party should ideally include at least one 
6th- or 7th-level psionicist. Two or more 
lower-level, multi-classed, or dual-classed 
psionicists can be substituted for a single 
more powerful psionicist. A powerful wild 
talent can replace one of the multi- or dual- 
classed PCs. 

The Valley of Dust and Fire accessory 
provides useful information on the Sea of 
Silt but is not required for play. 


Adventure Background 


Some of the normally peaceful herdsmen 
of the island north of Grak’s Pool in the 
Estuary of the Forked Tongue of the Sea 
of Silt have suddenly turned to banditry. 
The island bandits raid the Trade Road 
between Altaruk and Grak’s Pool, and the 
People’s Road between Altaruk and Gulg 
running along the northern shore of the 
Big Fork. The rogue islanders suddenly 
appear out of the silt of the estuary riding 
round, sail-powered, levitating platforms. 
Once ashore, they attack the caravans, 
then disappear back to the island with their 
booty and slaves. The raids are becoming 
more frequent, more audacious, and more 
violent. The raiders don’t seem to care what 
losses they incur or inflict. 
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Reports from surviving caravans claim 
the raids are usually led by gith captains 
who command human followers to do their 
bidding. Strangely enough, caravan guards 
captured in previous raids are joining 
the raiders and helping them raid other 
caravans. Unfortunately, the raiders fight to 
the death, so no prisoners have been taken 
for interrogation. 

The trading houses of Wavir, Rees, and 
Tromblador are tired of losing men and 
goods and have decided to put a stop to the 
raids. The PC party is contacted by Piaget 
Lull, a representative of the trading houses 
(it is assumed the PCs already have a least a 
small reputation as capable adventurers and 
are worthy of hire by the merchant houses). 
Piaget shares the following information 
with the PCs: 


“We want you to take the fight to the 
enemy and make a raid on the bandits’ 
island base. We'll pay 500 ceramic pieces 
to each survivor, plus four tuns of water 
for the party to drink or sell, and we'll 
replace any lost or damaged equipment 
if you succeed. We'll also give you a 10% 
finder's fee for any stolen property you 
recover. 

“If you agree, welll provide 
transportation to the island. We've 
captured a few of the bandit’s flying 
disks, and we've figured out how to use 
them. When you get to the island, go to 
Darktarn Oasis. Most of the islanders 
who haven’t turned bandit live there. 
They may be able to supply you with 
useful information and give you the lay 


of the land.” 


Piaget gives the PCs a map of Big Fork 
Island, showing only the island’s outline, the 
mountains, and the location of Darktarn 
Oasis (see page 13). If the PCs inquire 
why the trade houses don’t raid the island 
themselves, Piaget explains that, while the 
merchants have a great many guards and 
fighters capable of protecting caravans, they 
have few of the calibre and expertise needed 
for the island raid. For any inquiries about 
the flying disks used by the bandits, see the 
“Wind Howdahs” sidebar on page 12. 


For the Dungeon Master 


Approximately five years ago, the Dictator 
Andropinis, ruler of the city-state of Balic, 
ordered the performance of an experiment. 
In his unending search for knowledge and 


the power therein, the ruler of Balic grew 
weary of sages, wise templars, and other 
masters of arcane lore. He found they 
either could not answer his questions or 
took months to solve a problem or find the 
information he needed. Andropinis decided 
to build a magical brain. He ordered one of 
his powerful wizard minions, an elf named 
Mardak, to construct a creature of pure 
thought to speed up the process of problem 
solving and information finding. 

Andropinis ordered the experiment be 
carried out in secret, far away from the city. 
He feared a rebellion among his templars 
and lore masters, who would not like the 
idea of being replaced by an inhuman brain. 
Mardak chose the ruins of an abandoned 
tower on Big Fork Island in the Estuary of 
the Forked Tongue to the northwest of Balic. 
The elven wizard considered the tower and 
island isolated enough for the experiment’s 
secrecy, but close enough to Altaruk, Grak’s 
Pool, and other towns for convenience. 

Careless of his power and secure in his 
knowledge, Mardak constructed a large 
glassteel sphere and filled it with a special 
alchemical solution of encephalic fluids. 
The wizard collected the brains of a man, 
a dwarf, an elf, a halfling, and a thri-kreen. 
Then, using polymorph other and limited wish 
spells, Mardak merged the brains into one 
large mega-brain, which he placed within 
the crystalline sphere. 

Mardak thought he had constructed a 
super-intelligent, problem-solving slave to 
serve his master’s every need. Unfortunately, 
what he had constructed saw things 
otherwise. Using its psionic abilities, the 
mega-brain promptly destroyed Mardak 
and the wizard’s servants and guards. The 
few that managed to survive fled the island 
and returned to Balic with the news of the 
experiment’s catastrophic end. When the 
information reached the  sorcerer-king’s 
ears, he merely shrugged and stated, “How 
unfortunate. Oh well, it was but an idle 
fancy.” The experiment was abandoned and 
Andropinis moved on to other matters. 

The brain constructed by the wizard 
called itself the Chanth and had no 
intention of simply being abandoned. On 
rare occasions, the Chanth was able to 
psionically capture a slave or two, unlucky 
islanders who wandered too close to the 
tower. Recently, the Chanth rescued the 
remnants of a gith tribe from certain death 
(see area 5 for details). 


With his slaves and gith allies, the Chanth’s 
dreams of empire have been kindled. Its 
intentions are to rule the trade routes on 
both sides of the estuary, take Grak’s Pool, 
and then the trade hub of Altaruk. It has 
not made further plans beyond rule of the 
area around the estuary. 

However, as things stand, the Chanth 
has yet to complete even the smallest of 
these grandiose schemes. It has taken five 
years just to get this far. While it can attack 
caravans on the trade routes, it cannot 
control the roads. It is, therefore, slowly 
building up a sufficient force of slaves and 
material to place a permanent encampment 
on the road between Altaruk and Gulg. The 
force will be landed and resupplied by the 
wind howdahs. 


Big Fork Island 


Situated in the larger, northern fork of the 
Estuary of the Forked Tongue and due 
north of Grak’s Pool, Big Fork Island is in 
an excellent location for raiding the trade 
routes near the estuary’s shores. The island 
is approximately 15 miles long and eight 
miles wide. The western edge of the island 
is a mountainous region that gives way 
suddenly to a mix of stony barrens and scrub 
plains. The island’s resources are stretched 
thin but are adequate to maintain a small 
human enclave, an even smaller collection 
of giants, and a small tribe of gith. 

The nomadic herdsmen of Athas gather 
themselves into family-oriented groups 
called “douars” (see Nomadic Herdsmen, 
Wanderer’s Journal, page 29). The island’s 
humans cluster near the flatter, stonier areas 
of the island in a typical douar. At one time 
the douar welcomed strangers. Now, due 
to recent raids on their erdlu flocks by the 
same bandits who raid the trade routes, the 
islanders are more cautious and less open- 
handed. Still, the douar is not automatically 
hostile to strangers or wanderers. 

The giants dwell in the mountains. The 
beast-headed giants lair on the higher slopes 
of the island’s northernmost mountains. The 
human-headed giants make their homes 
in the southernmost peaks. However, the 
giants wander extensively and any type of 
giant may be found anywhere on the island. 
The giants have adopted a “live and let live” 
attitude toward the island's native humans, 
but visitors and uninvited guests may not 
find the giants so friendly. 
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Wind Howdahs 


Using mindlink and other telepathic 
powers, the Chanth taught its slaves how 
to construct the wind howdahs. Each wind 
howdah is constructed of a stiff weed mesh 
carefully and intricately woven around a 
polished erdlu-bone frame. The weed used 
is akin to bamboo but grows in several 
shades of brown, from very light tan to 
almost black. The weeds for each howdah 
have been carefully chosen and woven into 
complex geometric patterns, mandalas, 
and artistic scenes depicting the douar’s 
daily life. The erdlu bones around which 
the weed is woven are chosen for whiteness 
and flawlessness, continually rubbed and 
polished with sand until they gleam. 

The Chanth then empowers the wind 
howdahs with the ability to levitate. Each 
wind howdah has an Intelligence score of 
12 and communicates by semi-empathy. 
See page 336 of the Dark Sun Campaign 
Guide for details on empowered items. 

A wind howdah is controlled by the 
person who handles the sail (called the 
pilot). Through semi-empathy, the wind 
howdah gains or loses altitude (maximum 
T’ per second or 60’ per round) as the pilot 
desires. The semi-empathy with the wind 
howdah is slow and does not allow for 
urgency. The wind howdah takes one round 
to comprehend the command (either gain 
altitude or lose altitude) and another round 
to act on the command. Thus, if a pilot must 
gain 60’ of altitude to avoid crashing into 
a cliff, he must give the command to the 
wind howdah at least three rounds before 
he gets to the cliff (one round for the wind 


howdah to comprehend, one round for it 
to action on the instruction, and one round 
to gain the necessary 60’ of altitude), When 
not in use, the wind howdahs hover about 
12” to 18” off the ground, waiting to be 
boarded by a pilot and loaded with cargo. 

Though extremely lightweight, each 
wind howdah can safely carry 1,500 lbs. 
Weight over the 1,500-Ib. limit is likely to 
rip the weed matting free of the frame or 
break the erdlu-bone frame during flight. 
If this occurs, the wind howdah suddenly 
loses altitude and disappears into the silt 
or crashes to the ground. There is a 1% 
chance per 5 lbs. of weight over 1,500 lbs. 
of crashing the wind howdah. For example, 
a wind howdah is loaded with the maximum 
1,500 lbs. of goods. Therefore, a 50-lb. 
halfling pilot has a 10% chance of crashing, 
a 450-lb. thri-kreen pilot has a 90% chance 
of crashing, and anyone weighing 500 lbs. 
or more has a 100% chance of crashing the 
wind howdah. 

Roll for crashes only once per flight. 
If the wind howdah can handle the load, 
no further rolls are necessary until more 
weight is added. If a crash is indicated, it 
occurs 1d6 rounds after the wind howdah 
is loaded with the excess weight. 

The wind howdahs are not graceful fliers 
and have been designed more for handling 
weight than for aerodynamic stability. 
Therefore, the wind howdahs are limited 
in speed. Because they levitate, they move 
at the speed of the wind when the sail is 
raised. Daily wind direction is left to the 
DM's discretion. Average daily wind speed 


C 


is determined by rolling on the Wind 
Effects table on page 218 of the Dark Sun 
Campaign Guide. 

The maximum safe speed of a wind 
howdah is 25 miles per hour. Speeds in 
excess of the maximum cause the wind 
howdah to pitch and buck, tossing cargo, 
passengers, and even the pilot overboard. 
For every 1 mph over the maximum, the 
howdah has a 5% chance to pitch or yaw 
so much that the pilot and passengers 
must make Dexterity checks or be tossed 
overboard. The pilot, who is holding the 
sail, makes his at a +2 bonus. Falling 
damage is determined normally, but PCs 
falling into the Sea of Silt must be quickly 
rescued or die of suffocation. The fate of 
the cargo is left to the DM’s discretion. 
Unsecured lightweight objects are easily 
lost if the wind howdah begins to pitch and 
roll, while a heavy box of weapons might 
not shift an inch even in the wildest of 
barrel-rolls. 

Aerial combat is difficult using the 
wind howdahs, because they are not 
manoeuvrable enough for such actions, 
even against ground-based targets. Missile 
fire is possible from the wind howdahs, 
but considering the difficulty and number 
of penalties incurred, it is virtually useless 
except at point-blank range. For more 
information, see pages 77-78 of the 
Dungeon Master’s Guide. However, 
magical and psionic combat are still 
possible between wind howdahs as long as 
they are within range. 


A. Platform 
B. Crossbar, sail anchor 
C. Sail 


D. Sail Control Bar 
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The giants live primarily by their 
trade with humans, both on and off the 
island. They also tend a small kank hive 
somewhere in the mountains (the exact 
location of the hive is known only to the 
giants and is left to the DM’s discretion). 
Travellers through the island’s mountains 
may suddenly find themselves confronted 
by kank warriors protecting the hive and 
angry giants protecting the kanks. See the 
“Island Random Encounters” sidebar on 
page 14 for details and statistics. 

At one time the mountains also held a 
small gith tribe, but the giants and humans 
joined together and drove the gith to the 
extreme southern tip of the island. Any 
encounters with gith will likely take place 
there. 

Even without the gith, the mountains on 
Big Fork Island still hold a variety of horrors. 
A silk wyrm lairs somewhere in a mountain 
valley, gaj roam both the highlands and the 
stony plains of the island, and there are a 
number of deadly giant insects to avoid. 
Also, a snake-filled thicket of brambles and 
brush runs east to west across the middle 
of the island. 


Darktarn Oasis 

The douar of Big Fork island is fairly 
small, comprised of only eight families that 
maintain a permanent camp at Darktarn 
Oasis. The oasis gets its name from its 
fortuitous location. It stands below a great 
outcropping of stone, between two high 
bluffs that shade the water hole for virtually 
the entire day. 

The oasis is a slowly dying artesian well 
whose water seeps upward into a large, 
shallow basin. It is obvious from the dry, 
rocky streambed leading away from the 
tarn that at one time this water flowed to 
the estuary. Now, not even the eldest of 
the islanders can remember a time when 
the streambed held water or the basin 
overflowed. Water from this oasis is quite 
cool and sweet. The oasis is surrounded by 
several fig trees, date palms, and thorny 
blackberry bushes. 

The islanders live in large, dug-out lodges 
built near the water. Each dug-out is little 
more than one large room roofed with 
palm fronds, scrub plants, and sod. These 
camouflaged underground shelters have 
the advantages of being cooler than above- 
ground dwellings and being difficult to 
detect from the air or from a distance. 


While the islanders have little to spare, 
they welcome strangers and share what they 
have. The PCs are welcome to stay, so long 
as they mind their manners. The islanders 
will revoke their welcome and turn on the 
adventuring party if the PCs are caught 
stealing, harming an erdlu or an erdlu guard 
or herder (even accidentally), fighting (even 
among themselves), wasting water (even 
their own), being disrespectful to the douar 
elders, or using any spell or psionic ability 
on a douar member without permission 
(this includes both beneficial and harmful 
spells and abilities), 

The islanders also turn on any PC 
templars or defilers whose true class is 
revealed. Penalties for offenses range from 
being driven out of the encampment to 
being driven off the island. 

Life at Darktarn Oasis is relaxed and 
fairly comfortable, revolving around the 
family and the erdlu flocks. Arguments are 
generally settled justly and amiably by the 
elders. Blood feuds among the families are 
a rare thing. They find life on the island 
hard and tenuous enough without fighting 
among themselves. 


The days are spent guarding the flocks 
and protecting Darktarn from unwanted 
intruders. 

The erdlus are of extreme importance to 
the douar. To defend the erdlus, the villagers 
ring the flock with a wide circle of guards 
and, within the guards, a smaller, tighter 
circle of herders. The guards intercept 
any threat approaching the flock, and the 
herders keep individual erdlu from straying. 


Flock guards (12): AL N; AC 12; MV 
12; F3; Attack +2; #AT 1; Dmg by weapon 
type; ML 12; leather armour, bone daggers 
(Dmg 1d4-1), bone spears (Dmg 1d6), 
wooden clubs (Dmg 1d6). 

The guards immediately challenge anyone 
approaching the erdlus. Due to recent 
assaults by the Chanth’s raiders (see “The 
Thicket” and the “Tower Ruins” sections), 
the guards are nervous, jumpy, and quick to 
attack anyone who delays in answering their 
challenge. 


Herders (19): AL N; AC 10; MV 12; F1 
(avg); Attack +1; #AT 1; Dmg by weapon 
type; ML 10; bone daggers, wooden clubs. 
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Island Random Encounters 
Encounter frequency varies by terrain (see 
page 220 of the Dark Sun Campaign 
Guide). Terrain types on Big Fork Island 
include scrub, desert, and mountains. If an 
encounter is called for, roll 2d10: 


2 Gaj (1-2): INT very; AL NE; AC 18; 
MV 12; HD 7; hp 36; Attack +7; #AT 1; 
Dmg 1d6; SA psionics; SD half damage 
from non-metal weapons; SZ L; ML 15; 
XP 2,000; DSMC3/135. 

Psionics (+8, PSPs 120, MAC 15): 
aversion, detect life, domination, ego whip, 
ESP, false sensory input, id insinuation, inflict 
pain, intellect fortress, mass domination, 
mental barrier, mind blank, probe, psionic 
blast, send thoughts, tower of iron will. 


3 Beast-headed giant (1-2): INT 
lowe ANL, ary AC ile IMA 5; ISU) 115% 
hp 69; Attack +15; #AT 1; Dmg 2d8+14; 
SA hurl rocks; SZ H; ML 16; XP 7,000; 
DSMC3/137. 

Psionics (+5, PSPs 75, MAC 12): 
attraction, dimensional door, ego whip, inflict 
pain, mental barrier, mind blank, psychic 
crush, teleport, teleport other, teleport trigger, 
thought shield, time shift. 


4 Raider Patrol (2-8): INT average; 
ALN; AC 10; MV 12; F1 ; Attack +1; #AT 
1; Dmg by weapon type; ML 12; MAC 10; 
bone short swords, bone spears. 

These are slaves of the Chanth and 
under its control. They attempt to capture 
any strangers and bring them back to 
the tower ruins for interrogation and 
domination by the Chanth. If capture is 
unlikely, they attempt to kill any intruders. 
In all cases, these patrols fight to the death 
rather than surrender. As they are the 
unfortunate thralls of the Chanth, the DM 
is advised not to give experience points for 
destroying the patrols. 


5 Desert giant (1-2): INT low; AL any; 
AC 16; MV 15; HD 14; hp 79; Attack +14; 
#AT 1; Dmg 2d8+14; SA hurl rocks; SD 
immunity to psionics; SZ H; ML 16; XP 
6,000; DSMC3/137. 


6-8 Giant ant (5-20): INT animal; AL 
N; AC 17; MV 18; HD 2-3; Attack +2 
(2 HD), +3 (3 HD); #AT 1; Dmg 1d6 
(worker) or 2d4 (warrior); SA warriors 
have poison sting; SZ T; ML 9; ; MAC 10; 
XP 35 (worker), 175 (warrior); MM/204 
(Insect). 


9-13 Flock guards (2-12): AL N; AC 
12; MV 12; F2; Attack +1; #AT 1; Dmg 
by weapon type; ML 8; MAC 10; leather 
armour, bone spears, bone daggers. 

These members of the island’s douar are 
not under the domination of the Chanth. 


14-16 Giant scorpion (1-4): INT non; 
INL, INI ING, 17 IM lise ISUD) S239 Joys Bile 
Attack +5; #AT 3; Dmg 1d10/1d10/1d4; 
SA poison sting; SZ M; ML 11; MAC 12; 
XP 650; MM/309. 


17 Giant ant lion: INT animal; AL N; 
AC 18; MV 9, burrow 1; HD 8; hp 30; 
Attack +8; #AT 1; Dmg 5d4; SA surprise; 
SZ L; ML 8; MAC 12; XP 1,400; MM/204. 

Roll 1d20 and consult the table to 
determine treasure in the ant lion’s lair: 

1-6 10-40 bits 

7-10 20cp 

11-13 shield* 

14-17 weapon* 

18-19 jewellery* 

20 DM's choice or roll again 

All asterisked items (*) are non-magical 
and non-metal. 


18 Wild Kanks (2-8): INT animal; AL 
N; AC 15; MV 15; HD 3; Attack +3; #AT 
1; Dmg 1d6; SA poison; SZ L; ML 14; 
MAC 14; XP 175; DSMC3/180. 

There is a hive of wild kanks somewhere 
in the mountains of the island. The exact 
location of the hive is known only to the 
island’s giants. Any kank encounters are 
with patrolling soldiers of this hive. 


19 Erdlus (2-8): INT animal; AL N; AC 
13; MV 18; HD 3; Attack +3; #AT 2; Dmg 
1d6/1d4; SZ. M ML 10; MAC 14; XP 65; 
DSMC3/12. 

These erdlus have strayed from the 
douar flock. Flock guards are automatically 
friendly to anyone pointing out the location 
of such strays. 


20 Silk wyrm: INT low; AL N; AC 17; 
MV 12, Fl 12 (C); HD 6; hp 48; Attack 
+6; #AT 1; Dmg 1d6; SA poison; SZ L; ML 
12; XP 2,000; DSMC3/297. 

Psionics (+6, PSPs 45, MAC 15): 
body equilibrium, catfall, cell adjustment, 
chameleon power, displacement, expansion, 
heightened senses, mind over body, reduction, 
shadowform, suspend animation. 

Only one huge specimen of this type of 
creature exists on the island. If it is killed 
or captured, treat this roll as no encounter. 


The herders are the very young and the 
very old of the douar. Their function is not 
to fight for the flock, but to keep the erdlus 
bunched and within a defined grazing area. 
When alerted by the guards, they drive the 
flock away from approaching danger. 


Erdlus (32): INT animal; AL N; AC 13; 
MV 18; HD 3; hp 13 (avg); Attack +3; #AT 
2; Dmg 1d6/1d4; SZ M (7’ tall); ML 10; 
DSMC3/12 (Animals, domestic). 


The douar is ruled by a triumvirate of 
elders, each of whom oversees a particular 
sphere of douar life. The three elders are: 
Clanmaster Fray, in charge of the douar as 
a whole and daily administration of douar 
needs; Flockmaster Wren, in charge of 
the erdlu flocks and their protection; and 
Healmaster Salf, in charge of the spiritual 
and healing needs of the douar. 

At present, only two of the elders are at 
the Darktarn encampment. Several weeks 
ago, Flockmaster Wren journeyed to the 
southern tip of the island seeking the 
source of the recent raids on the flocks. 
Wren, and those with him, never returned 
(see area 3 for details on Wren). Without 
Wren’s watchful eye, the flocks suffer from 
predators, disease, and natural injuries. 
When the erdlus suffer, the douar suffers. 

The islanders were aware of the Balic 
expedition that took up residence in the 
tower ruins some five years ago, but had 
few dealings with it. The newcomers didn’t 
bother the douar or the erdlu flocks, so they 
were left in peace. None of the islanders has 
ever visited the tower ruins and returned to 
tell about it, so the villagers can offer the 
PCs no information other than the location 
of the ruins. 


Clanmaster Fray: AL N; AC 10; MV 
12; C5; hp 14; Attack +2; #AT 1; Dmg by 
spell or weapon type; ML 12; W 12; MAC 
10; bone spear. 

Spells: command, create water, purify food 
and drink; aid, charm person or mammal, hold 
person; spike growth. 

Fray is a cleric of the Elemental Plane 
of Water. He is master of the clan and is 
sometimes called the chief of the douar. He 
deals with the adventuring party as openly 
and honestly as they deal with him. In any 
case, he can tell the PCs little about what 
is happening. He has only vague suspicions 
about the evil afflicting his people. 
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Fray is a strict traditionalist. He wants 
only to live the life his fathers and forefathers 
lived before him. Because of this, he 
sometimes fails to grasp the whole picture. 
He sees the minor changes near him while 
the storm on the horizon goes unnoticed. 

Clanmaster Fray is unwilling to send any 
herders or guards with the PCs as fighters 
or bearers. The douar can spare two herders 
as guides for the PCs, but that is all. The 
PCs must do their own fighting, fetching, 
and carrying. In his dry, raspy voice, Fray 
offers the following advice: 


“If you seek trouble, it is in the south of 
the island. There is a tower there that 
rises from the sand like a rotting tooth. 
When I was young, the ruins were empty 
and bare, but now someone or something 
dwells there. Some five years ago, a band 
of wanderers came from Balic and took 
up residence in the tower ruins. What 
they did there I cannot say. They harmed 
neither douar nor erdlu, so we had no 
quarrel with them. They left as suddenly 
as they came and have never returned. 
The tower is too near the silt, and we do 
not go there. 

“What concerns us is the raiders who 
dwell there now. Because the raiders 
harass our erdlu flocks, Flockmaster Wren 
went to investigate, but he has failed to 
return. I know in my heart that the thing 
that corrupts the douar lies there. 

“The gith and their slaves keep a 
stronghold in a thicket of brambles about 
halfway between the oasis and the tower. 
Though most of the raiders are my own 
people, I wish you luck against them. It 
is a sad day when the douar turns against 
itself. But they raid the flocks and seem 
to care little for their own people, so why 
should we care for them? Still, if they 
could overcome the madness, they would 
be welcomed back. Such things did not 
happen in the old days.” 


Fray will go on for hours about how 
“things were different” in his younger days. 
He tells the PCs how the erdlus were bigger 
and tastier, the flocks were hardier and laid 
more eggs, the flock guards were stronger 
and more valiant, and “the young respected 
their elders and honoured the old ways.” If 
the PCs do not cut him off (respectfully, 
perhaps by referring to their mission), 
Clanmaster Fray will happily lecture them 
for hours. 


Healmaster Salf: AL N; AC 10; MV 12; 
C6; hp 24; Attack +2; #AT 1; Dmg by spell 
or weapon type; I 16, W 17; ML 12; MAC 
12; whip, bone club (Dmg 1d6). 

Spells: cure light wounds, detect poison, 
entangle, locate animals or plants, pass without 
trace; aid, augury, dust devil, goodberry, slow 
poison; cure disease, dispel magic, snare. 

Unlike Fray, Salf is a cleric of the 
Elemental Plane of Air. He is much more 
contemplative than Fray. If the PCs are in 
desperate straits, Salf can put in a word with 
Fray for them. He prefers meeting danger 
head on rather than trying to avoid the 
problem. However, Salf’s loyalty is to Fray 
and the douar. He does not make demands 
or attempt to overrule any decision Fray 
makes. Also, if the PCs somehow offend 
Fray, Salf never speaks on their behalf. 

If consulted, he offers the following 
commentary: 


“What lies to the south I cannot say for 
sure. But take care! It is dangerous. It is 
evil. And to overcome Flockmaster Wren, 
it is powerful! Wren was no callow lad on 
a snake hunt, but a strong and valiant 
man prepared for danger. If he was 
overcome, the enemy is strong indeed. It 
could be that a mighty gith chieftain has 
arisen, but that feels wrong. The gith do 
not take prisoners and make them their 
allies. I believe there is a deeper secret 
and a mightier enemy than the gith at 
work here.” 


The Thicket 

The thicket is a thick tangle of scrub 
and underbrush about halfway between 
Darktarn Oasis and the tower ruins. The 
raiders have established an outpost here in 
order to keep an eye on the island’s douar or, 
more precisely, on the douar’s erdlu flocks. 
The outpost’s primary purpose is to scout 
the erdlu flocks and notify other raiding 
parties where to find them. The islanders 
avoid the thicket as much as possible, but 
occasionally a herder or guard ventures too 
close and is captured. 

Random encounters in the thicket occur 
on a roll of 1 on 1d10 in the morning, late 
afternoon, evening, and early hours before 
dawn. If an encounter is called for, do not 
use the “Island Encounters” sidebar. The 
thicket is alive with poisonous snakes and 
any encounter is instead with one of these 
creatures. 


Snake, poisonous (1-4): INT animal; 
AL N; AC 14; MV 15; HD 2+1; Attack 
+2; #AT 1; Dmg 1; SA poison; SZ S; ML 8; 
MAC 10; XP 175; MM/320-321. 

If the PCs raid the thicket outpost before 
approaching the tower, they find no treasure 
in the outpost, but the guards possess 
useful information. The outpost is a crudely 
excavated T-shaped dugout like those 
used by the douar at Darktarn. It provides 
protection from the sun, not a place to live 
in. The interior contains only a couple of 
ragged blankets and two large waterskins. 
The guards serve 24 hours here, then return 
to the tower at sundown. The outpost guard 
always includes one gith lieutenant and five 
human raiders, except near sundown, when 
the numbers are doubled. 

Gith lieutenant: INT average; AL CE; 
AC 14; MV 9; HD 5; hp 22; Attack+5; #AT 
1 or 2; Dmg by weapon type or 1d4/1d4; SA 
springing, psionics; SD psionics; SZ M; ML 
12; XP 420; DSMC3/143; bone spear. 

Psionics (+5, PSPs 80, MAC 13): animate 
object, animate shadow, ballistic attack, 
control body, control flames, id insinuation, 
mass domination, mental barrier, mind blank, 
mind thrust, project force, psychic messenger, 
tower of iron will. 

If escape is impossible, the gith does not 
allow itself to be captured. It fights to the 
death; using its ballistic attack or animate 
object powers on itself rather than be 
captured. If all else fails, it attempts to use 
control body to force a PC or NPC to kill it. 

Guards, human (5): AL N; AC 13; MV 
12; F2; hp 11 (avg); Attack +1; #AT 1; Dmg 
by weapon type; ML 11; MAC 10; XP 35; 
leather armour, wooden shield, bone spear. 

These humans were previously caravan 
guards and are now serving the gith 
lieutenant out of fear. In combat, the gith 
controls the human soldiers with its mass 
domination power and throws them into 
battle as a fighting shield. 

While screened by the guards, the gith 
attempts to escape and warn the Chanth. 
If the guards are captured and released 
from the gith’s psionic control, the humans 
want only to return to Altaruk. They will not 
help the PCs fight, but they will share their 
knowledge of the ruins. 

If asked, the guards draw a map of the 
upper area of the ruins (areas 1-3). They 
know the lower rooms exist, but they have 
never seen them and cannot describe them 
to the PCs. 


yo 
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Tower Ruins 
Upper Rooms 


The guards assume the gith are 
responsible for the caravan attacks and 
for their enslavement. They know the gith 
serve something called “The High One” 
Whether this is a deity or merely the head 
of the gith tribe they do not know. ESP, 
probe, mindlink, or other forms of magical or 
psionic questioning reveal little more. The 
humans are mere slaves, doing as they are 
told. They do not know what is going on, 
why caravans are being raided, or even the 
exact numbers of gith or human guards at 
the ruins. They can give only vague answers, 
such as “quite a few” or “many:’ 

If the outpost falls, the PCs find it 
impossible to ambush guards coming to 
relieve the post. The gith of the approaching 
group always contacts his counterpart in the 
outpost with send thoughts before reaching 
the thicket. If the contact fails, he retreats 
and notifies the Chanth that the outpost 
has fallen. 

As the outpost is not vital to the Chanth’s 
plans, the brain creature is likely to regard 
the news with only minor interest. The 
Chanth views the fall of the outpost as 
an inconvenience, not a setback, so the 
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PCs may use it for 1d4+6 days before the 
Chanth’s minions attempt to recapture it. 
The outpost is an excellent place for PCs to 
hide extra provisions and weapons. It is also 
a defensible fall back position if the PCs are 
forced to retreat from the tower ruins. 

The PCs can cement their relationship 
with the douar by ridding the thicket 
of the raiders. The islanders treat the 
PCs as respected family members, and 
offer any and all material assistance to 
the PCs for further actions against the 
raiders. However, the islanders live or die 
by their erdlu flocks. Leaving the flocks 
underprotected is considered suicidal and 
virtually unthinkable to them. Thinking 
such a course of action means putting many 
people at risk and perhaps threatening the 
entire douar’s existence. Therefore, the 
islanders are still unlikely to leave their 
home to travel with the PCs. 


Tower Ruins 


At the very southern tip of Big Fork Island, 
the crumbling ruins of a tower rest on 
a barren rocky mountainside. The ruins 
are on the very edge of the Estuary of the 
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Forked Tongue. The silt nearest the tower 
moves restlessly, as if it were some living 
thing. It never quite reaches the tower but 
always seems on the brink of doing so. It 
lolls menacingly and indolently across the 
sand and rocks near the base of the tower, 
a slow, choking death on the whim of the 
wind. 


1. Stairs. 


As you scrabble through the stony, dusty, 
barren landscape between the out-flung 
spurs of the mountain, you suddenly 
see the ruins of a tower. It stands a gray, 
jagged shard against the chalky white of 
the mountain. Approaching nearer, you 
see the tower is a crumbling ruin, a relic 
of long ago. Still, you marvel at the skill 
of the ancients and their ability to build 
such structures. A large stone stairway 
climbs out of the earth and beckons to 
wanderers. The stairs seem to offer cool 
sanctuary for anyone who wishes to 
ascend to the dark interior of the ruins. 


These great steps of white marble appear 
out of the sand and silt at the base of the 
tower. There are nearly 50 of the shallow 
steps leading up to a pillared entrance hall 
(area 2). Two human guards stand in the 
deep shadows at the head of the stairs. 
They challenge anyone approaching within 
100’ of the stairs. The guards immediately 
notify the gith in area 2 if they see anyone 
approaching or moving through the area. If 
the PCs attack the guards, the lieutenant 
calls more guards from area 3 and attempts 
to capture or kill the PCs. 

The gith lieutenant stationed in the 
colonnade handles any negotiations. 
See area 2 for details of the gith’s 
treacherous negotiating style. If they spot 
an approaching wind howdah, the guards 
immediately call the gith lieutenant from 
area 2. The lieutenant attempts to use 
mindlink to contact the pilot and confirm 
whether the wind howdah contains friend or 
foe. If the gith cannot contact the pilot, or 
the wind howdah is somehow discovered to 
hold enemies, the gith orders an immediate 
attack on the howdah as soon as it lands. 

If the PCs either wait until nightfall, 
use invisibility, or are heavily camouflaged 
(either magically, such as by a cloak of 
elvenkind, or by psionic abilities such as 
chameleon power or false sensory input), they 
can approach the tower unnoticed. 
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Ifthe stair guards are silently incapacitated 
by spells or psionics, the PCs surprise the 
guards in area 2 on a roll of 1-6 on 1d10. 

Guards, human (2): AL N; AC 13; MV 
12; F2; hp 11 each; Attack +1; #AT 1; Dmg 
by weapon type; ML 11; MAC 10; leather 
armour, shield, bone spear, wooden club. 


2. Colonnade. 


The stairs lead up to this roofless veranda. 
Spaced evenly across the terrace are large 
columns of white granite worked and 
sculpted into the shapes of shade trees. 
The granite has been carved with great 
effort and detail to produce a lifelike 
stone forest. The great tree sculptures 
cast enormous shadows. 


The huge, sculpted pillars reach skyward 
to a height of 40’. They shade the veranda 
almost completely except at noon. At 
midday, the individual pillars cast circles 
of darkness around themselves while the 
merciless sun beats down white and hot. 

During daylight, the shadows in the 
veranda seem deeper than normal. This 
is a natural illusion caused by the sun’s 
bright light striking the white surface of the 


granite. The natural brightness glaring off 
the white surface makes any shaded areas 
near it appear abnormally dark. This optical 
illusion has the following effects on combat: 
attackers in the shadows surprise defenders 
in the sun on a roll of 1-4 on 1d10, and 
anyone standing in the shadows is treated as 
25% hidden (attack rolls at -1). The shadows 
offer concealment, not cover, but can be 
combined with other forms of concealment 
and cover for a cumulative effect (see page 
62 of the Dungeon Master’s Guide). The 
shadows have no effect on infravision. 

Standing guard in the shade of the 
sculpted pillars are three gith soldiers 
(hp 14 each, see area 5 for complete gith 
statistics) and a gith lieutenant (hp 22). 

Lieutenant’s psionics (+5, PSPs 80, 
MAC 13): animate object, animate shadow, 
ballistic attack, control body, control flames, 
id insinuation, mental barrier, mind thrust, 
mindlink, project force, telekinesis, tower of iron 
will. 

If the PCs attempt to negotiate with the 
lieutenant, it pretends to listen. In fact, it is 
using its mindlink ability to call the human 
guards from area 3. When the guards arrive, 
the gith attacks and attempts to capture as 


many of the PCs as possible. If capture is 
impossible, it attempts to kill the PCs. If 
the battle goes against the gith lieutenant, 
it uses mindlink to summon its kindred from 
area 5. 

Among the pillars of the colonnade is 
an odd weapon (marked with an X on the 
map). The gith have tied four erdlu legs 
to a large, heavy, obsidian-headed spear. 
The gith lieutenant uses animate object 
to use the erdlu spear as a weapon. Treat 
the erdlu spear as dead animal material on 
the animate object table on page 314 of the 
Dark Sun Campaign Guide. 

In combat, the legged spear is a horror, 
scuttling jerkily about like a sick spider 
(movement rate 6). It attacks (Attack+0) 
with four clawed feet for 1d4 hp damage 
per claw, or once with the spearhead for 1d6 
damage. 

Because this object has been specially 
created for use as a psychokinetic weapon, 
ignore the “attacks as a club” rule for 
animated objects on page 314 of the Dark 
Sun Campaign Guide. Victims rammed 
by the spearhead must make a Dexterity 
check or be knocked down and clawed for 
an additional 1d4 hp damage. 
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The spearhead is a gith weapon and 
slashes rather than stabs or pierces. At the 
DM's discretion, the gith lieutenant may 
use it to slash and ruin the PCs’ waterskins 
or spell component pouches rather than 
attack a PC directly. The erdlu-legged spear 
takes 8 hp damage before being rendered 
useless. 

If a fight takes place in this area, the 
humans in the Great Hall (area 3) hear 
the noise and arrive, as a group, in 1d6+4 
rounds. In addition, the gith from area 5 
arrive in 1d10+10 rounds. Any PCs who 
are captured undergo psionic questioning 
by either the Chanth or the gith. (What 
the Chanth learns from any captured PC 
depends greatly on the psionic strength of 
the PCs involved and is left to the DM’s 
discretion.) 

If the PCs can silently overcome the 
guards in the colonnade, they surprise the 
humans who are in area 3 on a roll of 1-6 
on 1d10. 


3. Great Hall. Depending what happens 
in areas 1 and 2, the PCs may encounter 
guards and Flockmaster Wren in this area. 
Include any NPCs the adventuring party 
might see in the following description, as 
appropriate: 


Entering this large hall, you see four 
slender pillars reaching upward toward a 
non-existent roof. The encircling wall is an 
uneven, roofless, broken crown. Because 
it is open to the sky, the room is extremely 
dusty. The stone floor is covered with 
fine silt and debris. A stairway mounts 
the northern side of the room but leads 
only to a watchpost overlooking the wall. 
The southern wall holds another stairway 
leading downward. Tumbled stones are 
jumbled against the western wall. 

Eight wind howdahs hover just to the 
north of the crumbling rock pile. The 
howdahs are unmanned and unburdened. 
A hodge-podge of tools, equipment, and 
clutter lies south of the stones. 


During daylight hours, the sentry (hp 11) 
in the watchpost on the northern wall spots 
any attempt by PCs to approach the tower 
on foot or by wind howdah from the north, 
west, or south. If the PCs are spotted, the 
tower guards ready themselves and are 
prepared by the time the PCs arrive. The 
PCs can avoid detection as described in 
area 1. 


The guardpost is equipped with a light 
crossbow, 12 bone-tipped light quarrels 
(Dmg 1d6), and 12 poison-tipped wooden 
quarrels (Dmg 1d6-1). The crossbow and 
arrows remain at the post and are not 
carried by the guard on duty. The arrows are 
tainted with kank venom (Type O, injury, 
onset 2d12 rounds, paralysis/0). If fighting 
occurs in area 3 or intruders attempt to 
enter the area, the guard attacks with the 
poison quarrels first. 

The Great Hall houses the Chanth’s 
human thralls. They are a mixed company 
of captured caravan guards and members 
of the island’s douar. Flockmaster Wren, 
the lost member of the douar triumvirate, 
is also here. 

Flockmaster Wren: AL N; AC 10; MV 
12; Psi4; hp 14; Attack +1; #AT 1; Dmg by 
weapon type; S 12, D 10, C 16, I 16, W 17, 
Ch 12; ML 20 (Chanth controlled) or 14 
(normally); bone knife (1d4-1), bone club. 

Psionics (+6, PSPs 21, MAC 14): 
biofeedback, catfall, cognitive trance, combat 
mind, displacement, expansion, fighting trance, 
flesh armour, mind over body, precognition, 
spider touch. 

Wren was the master of the islanders’ 
erdlu flocks. The Chanth keeps continual 
domination over Wren and uses him to relay 
orders to the other slaves. Because the 
Chanth is always in control of Wren, attacks 
on the Flockmaster notify the creature 
that intruders have arrived. If it is aware of 
intruders, the Chanth cannot be surprised. 

Under Chanth control, Wren fights 
intruders to the best of his abilities, and to 
the death. If the heroes kill the Flockmaster, 
the islanders will be very upset. There is a 
50% chance they revoke the PCs’ welcome, 
75% chance if PCs have done nothing 
about the thicket outpost. If the welcome 
is revoked, the PCs are ostracised by the 
douar. This means the party receives no 
help, water, or food from the villagers. 

In addition, because he is an unwilling 
pawn of the Chanth, the PCs receive no 
experience points for killing Wren. If the 
PCs capture Wren alive and return him 
to Darktarn, the party receives a bonus of 
400 XP, and Wren informs the douar of the 
dangers of the tower. With this information, 
Wren and eight volunteers (use flock guard 
statistics) agree to fight alongside the PCs. 
However, they do not take orders from the 
PCs and do not allow themselves to be used 
on obvious suicide missions or as bait. 
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Human guards (25): AL N; AC 13; MV 
12; F2; hp 11 (avg); Attack +1; #AT 1; Dmg 
by weapon type; ML 20 or 11, MAC 10; 
leather armour, wooden shield, bone spear 
(1d6), wooden club (1d6). 

The guards include 15 islanders and 10 
captured caravan soldiers. The douar guards 
and caravan guards do the gith’s bidding 
out of fear. The gith punish disobedience 
severely with physical and psionic torture. 
In combat, guards fighting out of fear have 
normal morale. Occasionally, the gith will 
psionically dominate a human for a suicidal 
attack. Psionically controlled individuals are 
fearless and fight with a morale of 20 until 
killed or released from psionic control. 

Because the human guards are the 
unwilling slaves of the Chanth, the DM 
should not give experience points for any 
guards the PCs are forced to kill. However, 
PCs receive a 50 XP bonus for every islander 
or caravan guard they free from psionic 
control and return to Darktarn or Altaruk. 

If the guards are dealt with, closer 
inspection of the debris on the floor reveals 
their paltry personal effects: a collection of 
pallets, bedrolls, and a motley collection of 
old clothes and footwear. The adventurers 
find well-worn boots, ragged sandals, 
tattered tunics, and threadbare shirts and 
pants. A search through these belongings 
reveals nothing of value. 

The hall’s roof collapsed ages ago but left 
four of its supporting pillars standing. The 
pillars are not as ornate or as tall as those 
of the colonnade (area 2). They are broken 
remnants that stand 20’-30’ tall. 

The roof and part of the tower have 
collapsed into rubble against the western 
wall. If the PCs inspect the pile of rocks and 
make a successful concealed doors check, 
they find three loose stones that can be 
lifted away easily to expose a large, hidden 
alcove. 

The alcove holds the raider’s recent booty: 
50 bottles of perfume worth a total of 250 
ceramic pieces (cp), five ornate sundials 
made from agafari wood worth 50 cp each, 
40 bolts of fine cloth worth 50 cp each, 
and eight carved inix-bone harps worth 20 
gp each because each is strung with metal 
strings. 

Unfortunately for the PCs, all this booty 
belongs to the merchant houses of Altaruk. 
If the adventurers honour their contract 
and return the goods, they receive a 2,000 
cp finder’s fee. 
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If PCs sort out the tangled equipment 
south of the stones, they find it is primarily 
tools: shovels, picks, trowels, and assorted 
carpentry and masonry tools. In addition, 
there are five 50’ coils of hemp rope, a 
block and tackle, three 10’ ladders, and 
assorted sacks, bags, buckets, and baskets. 
This room is the cluttered staging area 
in preparation for rebuilding the tower, 
because the Chanth wishes to protect 
his slaves and minions. This is not kind- 
heartedness on the part of the creature; it 
regards the rebuilding as a farmer does the 
raising of a barn to protect his animals. 

The hovering wind howdahs to the north 
of the cairn may be used by the PCs to 
escape should a fight turn against them. 
The PCs can simply board the howdahs 
and levitate out of the Great Hall. The 
tower walls rise to 50’ at their highest point 
at the watchpost and dip suddenly to 30’ 
at the lowest point above the stairs of the 
southern wall. Once above the protective 
walls of the tower, the wind howdahs are 
subject to the winds of Athas (see the 
“Wind Howdah” sidebar). 

Unless PCs destroy the remaining wind 
howdahs, the gith and human guards 
pursue them to any location on the island, 
but do not pursue beyond its shores. The 
Chanth fears the PCs may attempt to lead 
its slaves into a trap that may destroy the 
slaves and the wind howdahs. Once the PCs 
leave the island, the Chanth recalls its slaves 
from the pursuit. 


Tower Lower Rooms 

The lower rooms are cool and dusty. While 
never completely filled with silt, the lower 
rooms have never been completely cleaned 
either. They are heavily coated with the 
choking particles of dust. The floor of 
the main circular corridor is fairly free of 
silt because it is a well-travelled walkway. 
However, the walls of the corridor are heavily 
coated with silt. Brushing or bumping 
into either wall of this tunnel releases a 
10’ x 10’ cloud of dust. Anyone caught 
in the dust cloud must save vs. poison or 
sneeze and cough for 2d4 rounds. Because 
concentration is thoroughly disrupted by the 
coughing and sneezing fit, spell-casters and 
psionicists cannot cast spells or use psionic 
abilities for the fit’s duration. The coughing 
and sneezing also attracts the attention of 
the gith in area 5, who investigate the noise 
in 1d4+2 rounds. 


Tower Ruins 
Lower Rooms 


4. Food Storage. 


Immediately upon entering this room, 
you notice it has a cleaner, less dusty 
smell than the others. The room seems 
well used and is filled with a number of 
sacks, bags, kegs, and boxes containing 
foodstuffs. The many sacks and bags 
contain a large number of varied foods 
and victuals, from erdlu eggs to kank- 
honey globules. 


The room contains 30 erdlu eggs, 20 
globules of kank honey, 15 kegs of salted 
erdlu meat taken from caravans, and several 
bags and sacks of various fruits, vegetables, 
peas, and beans. Several glazed clay cooking 
pots are scattered about the room. This is 
used to feed the Chanth’s slaves; even it is 
aware of the need for sustenance. 


5. Gith Quarters. 


This room appears to be a rough barracks. 
Several pallets lie on the floor, and an 
assortment of ragged, tattered clothing is 
scattered throughout the room. An odd 
collection of weapons is stacked neatly 
along the south wall. 


1 square = 10’ 
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This room is used exclusively by the gith 
as their private quarters and is seldom 
empty. Unless the PCs have either dealt 
with the gith or drawn them away from the 
room, they find the room occupied by both 
soldiers and officers, resting or engaging 
in games of chance and cruelty. The gith 
respond with hostility to any intrusion into 
their home. 


Gith soldiers (6): INT average; AL CE; 
AC 14; MV 9; HD 3; hp 14; Attack +3; #AT 
1 or 2; Dmg by weapon type or 1d4/1d4; 
SA springing; ML 12; MAC 12; XP 175; 
DSMC3/143; bone spear. 


Gith leaders (3): INT average; AL CE; 
AC 14; MV 9; HD 5; hp 22; Attack+5; #AT 
1 or 2; Dmg by weapon type or 1d4/1d4; SA 
springing, psionics; SD psionics; SZ M; ML 
12; XP 420; DSMC3/143; bone spear. 

Psionics (+5, PSPs 80, MAC 13): animate 
object, animate shadow, ballistic attack, 
control body, control flames, id insinuation, 
mass domination, mental barrier, mind blank, 
mind thrust, project force, psychic messenger, 
tower of iron will. 
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Optional: Rather than give each gith 
leader the same PSPs and psionic abilities, 
roll 1d100 for each leader. Subtract 1d10 
PSPs from those leaders rolling 50 or 
less and add 1d10 PSPs to those leaders 
exceeding a roll of 50. Use the following 
powers as alternatives to those listed: 

control temperature, detonate, disintegrate, 
domination, false sensory input, inertial 
barrier, inflict pain, invisibility molecular 
manipulation, probe. 


Gith captain: HD 7; hp 31; Attack +7; 
SA springing, psionics; SD psionics; XP 
975; bone spear; other statistics as for gith 
soldiers, above. 

Psionics (+7, PSPs 90, MAC 16): aging, 
animate object, animate shadow, cause decay, 
death field, flesh armour, heightened senses, id 
insinuation, inertial barrier, levitation, mind 
thrust, mindlink, send thoughts, telekinesis. 


The Chanth’s gith allies are the surviving 
remnants of the tribe that once dwelt in the 
island's mountains. They lived by raiding 
the humans’ erdlu flocks and the giants’ 
kank hives. The giants finally put an end 
to the raids by literally pounding the gith’s 
underground mountain lair into dust. The 
gith tribe was decimated by the giant attack 
and, without a lair to retreat to, rapidly lost 
members. 

Both the humans and the giants slowly 
harried the gith to the southern tip of the 
island, where the tribe would soon have 
been driven into the Sea of Silt if the Chanth 
had not rescued them. 

The Chanth had no need to dominate or 
attack the homeless gith. When the gith 
discovered the Chanth, they bowed to 
the thing as if it were a god and asked it 
to deliver them from their enemies. The 
Chanth enslaved or destroyed the humans 
who attacked the gith in the tower ruins. 
Although the Chanth did this for its 
own reasons, the gith were delivered and 
have become fanatical slaves of their new 
“deity”. The Chanth only needs to use send 
thoughts or psychic messenger and the gith 
unhesitatingly obey. 

If the PCs defeat the gith and inspect the 
area, they find all the weapons are made for 
gith: 12 wicked obsidian gith spears (1d6), 
10 stone gith daggers (1d4-1), and eight 
gith bone short swords (1d6-1). 

Gith have only three fingers and no 
opposable thumb, so bladed weapons used 


by gith are easy to spot. The short swords 
and daggers have three large holes in the 
handle and are spiked down the outer side 
(much like brass knuckles). A gith inserts its 
three fingers through the holes for a better 
grip and control of the weapon. This also 
gives the gith the option of punching an 
opponent with the spiked handle for 1d4 
damage rather than stabbing or slashing 
with the blade. 

Non-gith have trouble wielding these 
weapons because of their special handles. 
Any non-gith using a gith dagger or short 
sword suffers -1 to attack and damage rolls, 
in addition to any other penalty the weapon 
may have. Gith spears may be used without 
additional penalties. Bladed gith weapons 
must be refitted with normal handles and 
grips before they can be resold. The entire 
weapons hoard is worth only 50 cp. 

If PCs search the pallets and clothing, 
they find 2 cp per turn of careful searching 
(30 cp maximum). In addition, they 
can remove dozens of decorative beads, 
ornamental buttons, and strips of dyed and 
worked leather from the clothing. In all, 
there are 40 cp worth of such items. 


6. Chamber of the Chanth. 


Among the dust and debris that covers 
the floor of this room, you notice several 
of the sharp-edged thri-kreen throwing 
wedges called chatkchas. In the centre 
of the chamber, a large glass sphere 
squats like an enormous crystal ball, its 
lower quarter hidden beneath the floor. 
The glass enclosure is filled with a pale 
yellow-green translucent liquid. There 
appears to be an indistinct blob of matter 
floating in the centre of the liquid. As you 
peer at it, you realise the mass looks like 
a gigantic brain. 

Standing near the sphere, as if waiting 
for your arrival, are three humans. Their 
eyes are unfocused, as if they were 
listening to music no one else can hear. 
The foremost of the three raises both 
hands, palms outward in a sign of peace 
and announces, “Welcome, travellers. We 
are the Chanth, lord of this domain”. His 
voice sounds very odd, as if many voices 
were speaking through a single person. 


The plurality of voices coming from a 
single individual should give the PCs a hint 
that they are not facing a single entity, but a 
multifaceted creature. 
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Also, whenever the Chanth speaks, it 
refers to itself as “we”. The PCs may mistake 
the odd voice for a control sound ability, and 
they may think that the creature is using the 
royal “we” to refer to itself. 

The three humans are captured psionic 
wild talents, kept in perpetual mindlink with 
the Chanth and completely dominated by 
it. Their morale is 20 while enslaved but 
reverts to the number in parentheses if they 
are freed. As these men are mere pawns of 
the Chanth, the DM is advised not to give 
experience points for their destruction. 
Each of the following NPCs freed from 
Chanth control is worth 200 XP. 


Voice of the Chanth: AL LN; AC 13; 
MV 12; B4; hp 15; Attack +1; #AT 1; Dmg 
by spell or weapon type; S 14, D 13, C 16, 
115, W 17, Ch 16; CW 54%, DN 31%, PP 
32%, RL 33%; SA/SD psionics; ML 20 (12); 
leather armour, bone short sword (1d6), 
bone dagger (1d4). 

Psionics (+1, PSPs 6, MAC 12): body 
weaponry. 

If identity penetration is used, the psionicist 
discovers that the Voice of the Chanth is 
really Olandin of Tyr, a bard. Olandin was 
on a journey to the city of Gulg when he 
was captured by the raiders. Though he 
speaks for the Chanth, he still has the full 
persuasive abilities of a bard (regardless of 
how many voices seem to be coming from 
him). The Voice answers all questions in the 
Chanth’s name, even those directed at the 
other two humans. The odd-sounding voice 
may not be repeated every time the Chanth 
speaks. Except for the initial introduction, 
only one mind at a time speaks through the 
bard. If released from the Chanth’s control, 
Olandin gladly joins the fight against the 
creature. 


Eyes of the Chanth: AL NE; AC 11; 
MV 12; M4; hp 10; Attack +0; #AT 1; Dmg 
by spell or weapon type; S 8, D 13, C 12, I 
14, W 16, Ch 8; ML 20 (10); stone dagger 
(Dmg 1d4-2). 

Spells: colour spray x2, giant fur, magic 
missile x3; blindness, darkness 15’ radius. 

Psionics (+1, PSPs 10, MAC 12): all- 
round vision. 

Identity penetration reveals that the Eyes 
of the Chanth is really Karfan Aawl, a 
mage. Before his capture, Aawl was posing 
as a caravan guard, but in fact he is a defiler 
who now serves as the Chanth’s eyes. If the 


Chanth wishes to examine an object, it uses 
Kar fan. If he is released from control, the 
defiler seeks only to escape the Chanth and 
the island. However, if his escape route 
passes near any treasure, equipment, or 
supplies owned by the PCs, he gladly steals 
them as he goes. 


Hands of the Chanth: AL NG; AC 13; 
MV 12; T6; hp 21; Attack +3; #AT 1; Dmg 
by weapon type; SA backstab at +4 to hit 
for triple damage; S 13, D 15, C 12, I 14, 
W 15, Ch 11; PP 20%, OL 31 %, FT 69%, 
MS 26%, HS 21%, DN 21 %, CW 60%, RL 
87%; ML 20 (12); leather armour, bone 
short sword. 

Psionics (+1, PSPs 6, MAC 11): object 
reading. 

The Hands of the Chanth was called 
Dree the Reader before being captured 
and brought to the island. Dree is a thief 
who he made his living deciphering old 
maps, scrolls, hieroglyphics, and journals 
for other thieves rather than actually doing 
any stealing himself. If released from the 
Chanth, Dree gladly joins the PCs and 
helps fight the creature that enslaved him. 


The Chanth: INT supra-genius; AL NE; 
AC 10; MV 0; HD 10; hp 50; Attack nil; 
#AT 1 to 5; Dmg nil; S nil, D nil, C 18, 121, 
W 18, Ch 5 (20); SA/SD psionics; SZ M; 
ML 20; XP 4,000. 

Psionics (+14, PSPs 200, MAC 19): see 
“Chanth Minds List” sidebar. 

The Chanth is a single entity composed 
of several minds. For ease of reference, the 
minds are numbered 1 through 5 on the 
“Chanth Minds List” (see sidebar). The list 
is merely a device to help keep track of the 
Chanth’s abilities, a scorecard for combat. 
Each mind has different properties, different 
abilities, and a personality separate from 
the others. The dominant personality is the 
Chanth, the whole, the one brain of many 
minds. 

The Chanth is overbearingly arrogant. It 
has little regard for the puny intelligence of 
any other creature or (as it sees things) their 
pathetically insignificant psionic powers. 
The Chanth’s Charisma depends on who 
views the creature. To most humans and 
demihumans it has a Charisma of 5, but to 
the gith its Charisma is 20. 

In combat, the Chanth follows a simple 
course of action. First, using mindlink, send 
thoughts, and the Voice of the Chanth, it 
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attempts to delude opponents by promising 
power, wealth, and glory, and by claiming to 
be a beneficent and well-meaning creature. 
It offers to make the PCs lords of its 
domain if they agree to willingly serve it. Of 
course, these are all lies; the Chanth has no 
intention of sharing power with anyone. It 
merely wants more slaves. 

Negotiating with the Chanth is very 
strange. It carries on conversations with the 
PCs, but its component minds also discusses 
the situation among themselves. The minds’ 
argument with each other is often vocalised 
through the Voice of the Chanth. Emphasise 
the Voice’s odd multiple personality to the 
players by allowing first one mind and then 
another to vocalise contradictory opinions. 

Use the following as a guide to role- 
playing the disjointed and often garbled 
speech of the Chanth. Because the minds 
have different things to say rather than 
the same proclamation, the minds speak 
one at a time rather than in unison, as 
they did when the PCs first entered the 
chamber. The DM should change vocal 
tone from pleasant to bored to demanding 
and back again to give the players a clue to 


the shifting personalities speaking through 
the Voice. Different expressions and body 
language should accompany each voice. 

One easy, dramatic (and sometimes 
amusing) way to show a different mind 
speaking is for the DM to begin speaking 
into the air to his left then suddenly turn 
and speak into the air to his right as the new 
mind takes over. The constant turning back 
and forth gives the PCs an idea of what type 
of mind they are dealing with. 

The Voice starts pleasantly: 


“We offer you safety, food, and water. 
Serve us and you will receive wealth 
beyond your wildest dreams.” 


The facial features of the Voice of the 
Chanth suddenly change into a kind of 
bored, weary snarl. 


“Let's just dominate them and have done 
with it. I don’t see the point of discussing 
the matter with them.” 


This starts a disagreement among the 
minds. They begin arguing with each other, 
and the argument spills forth through the 
Voice of the Chanth. 


C 
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For a moment, the poor bard looks dazed, 
as if he had just received a blow to the head. 
As the minds of the Chanth all attempt to 
control him, the bard goes through multiple 
facial changes and tones of voice. Each 
sentence ending with — means a different 
mind has taken over and the DM should use 
a new voice, expression, and body language 
when continuing: 


“Why don’t you mind your own business? 
Im the one negotiating with these 
people, I should—You should! You 
always want to do everything your way! 
If it hadn’t been for me, we never would 
have killed the wizard who did this to us. 
We should—Oh! Be quiet! You’re always 
rehashing that wizard business. That was 
the last good idea you had. Well, I’m sick 
of it! Let him do what he wants. He— 
You're always on his side!—I am not! One 
time he—Would you two please keep it 
down!—Excuse me! We have guests, 
remember?—I’m sorry, but he’s always 
saying I’m—You are! Remember the time 
he wanted—EXCUSE ME! WE HAVE 
GUESTS!—All right! No need to shout. 
But, he’s always saying I’m—” 


At this point the Voice of the Chanth 
seems to shiver and struggle with some 
internal pain, then stands erect once again 
and with a calm expression on his face, 
pleasantly asks the PCs: “Now, where were 
we?” 

Such arguing and bickering among the 
minds may break out at any time during 
negotiations. The DM can use it to relay 
fragments of information to the PCs about 
the Chanth’s history or current intentions. 

If negotiation fails (which seems likely), 
the creature immediately attempts to 
psionically enslave intruders with dominate 
or mass domination. Finally, if enslavement 
proves difficult or the intruders attack 
the Chanth, the creature tries to destroy 
them. Once engaged in combat, it fights 
to the death. Under no conditions does the 
Chanth surrender or serve the PCs. 


Combating the Chanth 

Before the heroes engage the Chanth in 
combat, the DM should decide which mind 
does what to help avoid delays (see the 
“Chanth Minds List” sidebar). To move the 
combat along smoothly, decide which mind 
controls which NPC, what psionic ability 
each mind is using, etc. 


Chanth Minds List 

The following five minds make up the 
entity known as the Chanth. For a 
random determination, roll 1d10. 1-2 = 
Mind 1, 3-4 = Mind 2, etc. 


Mind 1: A human mind with empower, 
energy containment, flesh armour, gird, 
psychic crush, and suspend animation. This 
mind supplies 38 PSPs to the Chanth’s 
PSP pool. 


Mind 2: A dwarven mind with animate 
object, domination, intellect fortress, 
levitation, mind bar, psychic messenger, and 
telekinesis. 40 PSPs. 


Mind 3: An elven mind with awe, ESP, 
inflict pain, mass domination, mindwipe, 
phobia amplification and tower of iron will. 
44 PSPs. 


Mind 4: A halfling mind with attraction, 
aversion, fate link, probe, send thoughts, and 
sense link. 41 PSPs. 


Mind 5: A thri-kreen mind with 
acceptance, combat mind, danger sense, false 
sensory input, mind thrust, and precognition. 
Si ESES: 


Combat Sequence: In combat, the 
Chanth follows no particular course of 
action. Because of constant wrangling 
and disagreements over strategy, the 
minds attack individually or in pairs 
rather than as a group, often arguing over 
the best approach in battle. 

The DM may devise his own battle 
plan for the Chanth or use the following 
suggested tactics as a sample of the 
creature's initial actions: 


Round 1 
Mind 1 converges with Mind 3 and gains 
access to inflict pain (PSP cost=0). 


Mind 2 immediately uses telekinesis to 
send one of the chatkchas lying on the 
floor of the room flying at a random PC. 
The attack is made with an attack bonus 
of +10 and does normal damage if it hits. 

(Because all minds are mindlinked, 
Mind 2 knows where the PCs are through 
the sense link that Mind 4 has with the 
Eyes of the Chanth. PSP cost=9). 


~ 


Mind 3 is using mass domination over the 
Hands, Voice, and Eyes of the Chanth. It 
begins moving the Hands and Voice into 
positions where they can backstab PCs 
(because of the many variables of battle, 
this may be impossible; the DM may just 
have them attack the nearest PCs). The 
mind has the Eyes cast a magic missile at 
a single PC (PSP cost=55 for all three 
minions or 15 PSPs each for the Voice 
and Eyes and 25 PSPs for the Hands). 
The mind attacks with the minions even 
if only one minion is available. If all three 
minions are unavailable for any reason 
(killed, subdued, entangled in a web, etc.), 
the mind attempts to mindwipe a PC (PSP 
cost=9). 


Mind 4 attempts to use aversion on a 
PC (DM's choice; PSP cost=3). 


Mind 5 uses combat mind to gain an 
understanding of the PCs and their 
tactics (PSP cost=3). 


Round 2 

Mind 1 immediately attempts to use 
inflict pain on a PC (PSP cost=7 if victim 
is of 4th or 5th level, 8 if victim is of 6th 
or 7th level). 


Mind 2 continues to attack with 
chatkchas (PSP cost= 0). If the Eyes of 
the Chanth has been blinded (knocked 
out, blindness or darkness spell), Mind 2 
converges with Mind 3 and gains access to 
phobia amplification (PSP cost=0). 


Mind 3 continues attacking through its 
minions. The Eyes casts a colour spray. The 
Voice and the Hands can either backstab, 
if in position to do so, or continue to attack 
normally (PSP cost=0). If the minions 
are of the Chanth are unavailable, see 
Round | for appropriate tactics in such a 
situation. If the mind used a mindwipe on 
a PC in the first round, it continues the 
power (PSP cost=0). 


Mind 4 continues to use aversion on 
other PCs (PSP cost=3). Each use of 
aversion lasts for one turn. 


Mind 5 attempts to use false sensory 
input. The false input used depends on 
the PC targeted. A PC fighting with 


a weapon may believe that his sword 
handle feels like it’s coming loose from 
the blade, the handle of a club or war 
hammer seems cracked, or a spearhead 
appears very blunt. Affected PCs stop 
attacking and change weapons. 

A spell-casting PC feels the sweat on 
her body and the saliva in her mouth 
become very gooey and sticky. She feels 
so hindered that, it is impossible to cast 
spells with verbal or somatic components. 

A psionicist PC sees the chatkchas 
on the floor flying at him. The psionicist 
has a difficult time concentrating while 
dodging what he thinks are thri-kreen 
weapons coming at him (PSP cost=1). 


Round 3 

Mind 1 continues to inflict pain on a 
PC (PSP cost=0 for the same PC, 7 for 
a 4th or 5th-level target, or 8 for a 6th or 
7th-level target). 


Mind 2 continues to attack by telekinesis 
with chatkchas (PSP cost=0). If the sense 
link was lost and the mind now has phobia 
amplification, it attempts to use that 
power on a PC (PSP=9). If the sense link 
was lost after round 2, the mind uses the 
convergence ability and gains access to 
the phobia amplification power of Mind 3 
(PSP cost=0). 


Mind 3 continues to attack with the 
minions if they are still available. The 
Voice of the Chanth uses body weaponry 
to attack. This costs the Voice 3 PSPs. The 
Eyes casts his blindness spell on a PC. The 
Hands continues to attack with his short 
sword. If the minions are unavailable for 
use, see round 1. 

If the minions of the Chanth are 
unavailable and Mind 3 was unable to 
use mindwipe ability in the last round, 
that mind attempts to do so on another 
PC this round (PSP cost=9). If the mind 
was already using mindwipe, it continues 
the attack. 


Mind 4 continues to use aversion (PSP 
cost=3). 


Mind 5 continues to use false sensory 
input ability (PSP cost=1 if choosing a 
new target). 


No set of guidelines can take into 
account the fortunes of war or the luck of 
the dice. If a particular course of action 
has been rendered impossible, ignore it. 
Also, consider incorporating the following 
alternatives to the combat guidelines: 


1. If one of the Chanth’s minds notices 
a psionicist or spell-caster PC, the mind 
immediately launches a telepathic attack 
(usually psychic crush or mind thrust, PSP 
cost 15 or 5, respectively). 

2. If the sense link with the Eyes of the 
Chanth is broken, Mind 3 immediately 
orders that minion to cast his darkness 
15’ radius spell in an attempt to level the 
playing field. 

3. If two of the Chanth’s minds are 
destroyed, Mind 4 immediately fate links 
with a PC. 

4. If the PCs retreat to area 7, Mind 4 
attempts to establish sense link with the 
ustilagor in that area. If the sense link is 
established, the Chanth sees the PCs 
and hears every word they speak to one 
another while they are in area 7. 


Optional Chanth. PSP Calculation 
Method: Once a mind is destroyed, it 
can no longer supply PSPs to the pool, 
however, those PSPs supplied before 
its destruction remain in the pool and 
available to the other minds. When one of 
the minds is destroyed or incapacitated, 
subtract only a percentage of the PSPs 
used rather than the entire total listed. 

To arrive at the percentage of PSPs 
used, the DM must keep a running 
total of the Chanth’s current PSPs. The 
current total is divided by the original 200 
to arrive at the percentage (round .5 or 
more upward). That percentage is then 
used to calculate exactly how many PSPs 
are lost when a mind is destroyed. 

For example: the Chanth uses its 
psionic abilities and reduces its pool of 
PSPs to 150. When Mind 2 is destroyed, 
the DM divides 150 by 200 and arrives at 
.75. Therefore, the Chanth retains (or has 
not yet used) 30 of the 40 PSPs supplied 
by Mind 2 but loses (or has used) the 
other 10 PSPs. 

While this method keeps a more 
accurate running total of PSPs for the 
Chanth, it is time-consuming and tends 
to slow the game. 
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In combat, one mind is destroyed for every 
10 points of damage the Chanth takes. If a 
mind is killed or incapacitated, the DM can 
choose the mind eliminated or roll on the 
“Chanth Minds List”. Every time a mind is 
killed or incapacitated, the Chanth loses the 
psionic powers and the PSPs contributed to 
the whole by that mind. 

For example, if a lightning bolt destroys 
Mind 1, the Chanth loses 38 PSPs and 
the use of the empower, energy containment, 
flesh armour, gird, psychic crush, and suspend 
animation powers (see also Optional Chanth 
PSP Calculation Method). 

If another mind is using one of these 
abilities (through the creature’s natural 
convergence ability) when a mind is 
destroyed or incapacitated, the ability is 
instantly cut off and the borrowing mind 
is feebleminded (as the fifth-level wizard’s 
spell) for one round. If Mind 2 is using the 
flesh armour ability of Mind 1 when Mind 
1 is destroyed by a lightning bolt, the flesh 
armour ability instantly ceases and Mind 
2 is feebleminded for one round. The PSPs 
and abilities provided by Mind 2 are no 
longer available to the whole while it is 
feebleminded. If another mind is using an 
ability from Mind 2 when it is feebleminded, 
it too is feebleminded for one round. 

This is a very dangerous situation for the 
Chanth. If several minds are converged and 
borrowing abilities from each other when 
one is incapacitated or destroyed, a chain 
reaction can take place, feebleminding the 
entire Chanth. 

The Chanth can personally engage in 
psionic combat or can force a dominated 
psionic character to use his abilities as the 
Chanth sees fit. However, all physical and 
spell attacks must be done by proxy through 
dominated minions and slaves. 

Each mind contributes a number of 
PSPs to a pool of PSPs (see the “Chanth 
Minds List” for the exact number of PSPs 
contributed by each mind). As an analogy, 
consider the Chanth a power company with 
five power plants. Each of the plants is “on 
line” and supplies the company as a whole 
with a certain amount of power. If one of 
the plants is destroyed or stops producing 
power and goes “offline” for any reason, the 
company as a whole loses that much power. 

The PSP pool is open to each individual 
mind. Remember, however, that the Chanth 
is not just one creature making up its mind, 
but five minds deciding what to do. 
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Because the PSPs of the creature are 
available to each individual mind, it is 
impossible for one mind to rule the others. 

Luckily for the PCs, the Chanth does not 
turn its massive psionic potential against a 
single target in direct combat (unless there 
is only a single target to attack, of course). 
If it could do so, it would literally wither any 
mind coming against it. (The last time it did 
so was against Mardak.) Instead, the minds 
of the Chanth attack several targets at once, 
diffusing the attack by reducing the amount 
of psionic energy it can bring against any 
one target. Therefore, while 200 PSPs may 
seem a huge number for the PCs to be up 
against, the creature is actually attacking as 
five different minds with approximately 40 
PSPs apiece. 

In addition, because several minds are 
draining the PSP pool simultaneously, it 
is possible that a mind or minds may be 
unable to initiate or maintain an ability 
because the PSP pool has been exhausted. 
In this case, the Chanth is helpless until it 
can recover PSPs. 

Psionic combat is the Chanth’s main 
arena of conflict. The minds use mindlink, 
and convergence among themselves at no 
cost in PSPs to initiate or maintain. These 
abilities are not automatic and must be 
manifested as normal. (The Chanth does 
not continually maintain these abilities 
because of the danger of being suddenly 
feebleminded by a surprise attack. Also, 
because of the continual bickering among 
the minds, some minds prefer to shut 
themselves off from the others.) If used on 
another creature, these abilities cost PSPs 
and function normally. 

If not using a psionic power, each mind 
recovers PSPs at the rate of 6 per hour (1 
per turn). It is possible for one mind of the 
Chanth to rest and recover PSPs for the 
creature’s PSP pool while another mind is 
using a psionic power and draining the pool 
of PSPs. 

Psionic powers requiring touch are 
useless against the creature unless the 
special sphere is destroyed. In addition, the 
aging, double pain, and identity penetration 
powers are useless against the Chanth. As 
long as its sphere is intact the Chanth is 
immortal, so aging is useless. Although the 
brain is the centre of pain reception, it has 
no pain receptors itself, so it feels no pain 
that can be doubled. Inflict pain does work 
against the Chanth, so long as the Chanth 


can be touched. This ability activates the 
pain centres in the Chanth’s large amount 
of gray matter in the same way that sense 
link activates the visual or hearing centres 
of the creature’s mind. The powerful magic 
that created the Chanth destroyed the 
true identities of the minds comprising the 
creature and makes identity penetration an 
exercise in futility. The minds have separate 
personalities, but not identities. 

Telepathic attack and defence modes 
are applied to individual minds rather than 
the entire entity. If a PC attempts to use 
a telepathic attack such as ego whip, the 
DM should choose or roll randomly on the 
“Chanth Minds List” to determine which 
mind is being attacked. The mind under 
attack may use a telepathic defence to 
protect itself if it has access to one (either 
by having the power or through convergence). 
Psionic attacks on the Chanth’s minds have 
the same effect as on any other mind. 

As with spell-incapacitated minds, if 
a mind is borrowing an ability from a 
mind that is psionically incapacitated, the 
borrowing mind is feebleminded for one 
round. 

Spell combat: The Chanth uses 
psionicist saving throws against spells. The 
Chanth’s level varies depending on the type 
of spell used. For spells affecting a single 
creature, such as charm person, spook, etc., 
the minds roll individual saving throws as 2 
HD creatures or 2nd-level psionicists. For 
spells affecting a large area or creatures 
in an area, such as taunt, scare, etc., the 
Chanth rolls as a 10 HD creature or 10th- 
level psionicist. 

The creature’s great Intelligence makes 
it immune to illusions of third level or less. 
Also, the Chanth must use its sense link 
power before it can even see an illusion, so 
for all practical purposes, treat the Chanth 
as immune to spells such as phantasmal 
force, hypnotic pattern, etc. Minions or slaves 
mindlinked to the Chanth are immune 
because the creature can inform the slave 
of the illusion. 

Because the Chanth is one large brain 
composed of five different minds, the most 
effective spells a spell-caster can use against 
the creature are those affecting the mind. 
For spells affecting an area or the creature 
as a whole and requiring an Intelligence, 
Constitution, or Wisdom check, use the 
ability scores listed for the Chanth on page 
21, 
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However, for spells affecting an individual 
mind and requiring similar checks, use the 
Chanth’s MAC (19) in place of Intelligence, 
Constitution, or Wisdom. 

The spells charm person, charm person or 
mammal, and suggestion work against the 
Chanth, but only one of the five minds is 
affected by each charm or suggestion spell. 
If a spell-caster uses one of these spells 
against the Chanth, the DM should roll 
1d10 and consult the “Chanth Minds 
List” to determine which mind is affected. 
If the roll indicates the thri-kreen mind, 
charm spells fail. Unless communication is 
possible through mindlink, send thoughts, or 
some other means, the spell-caster cannot 
suggest a course of action the mind should 
take. The charmed or suggested mind is 
incapacitated, and its psionic powers are no 
longer available to the other minds; its PSPs 
are still part of the pool. 

Other mind-affecting spells have odd 
effects on the Chanth. If the spells cause 
fear, irritation, or spook are used against the 
Chanth, one mind per spell is incapacitated 
(roll or choose randomly on the “Chanth 
Minds List”). If scare or taunt is used, all 
minds in the area of effect are subject to the 
spell. The spells do not affect the Chanth as 
described in the Player’s Handbook, but 
instead cause the affected mind or minds 
to experience synaptic static (Dark Sun 
Campaign Guide, page 384) for one round 
(the spell’s normal duration is disregarded). 
A forget spell works normally against the 
Chanth. The spell momentarily shuts down 
the creature's psionic abilities as it forgets to 
manifest or maintain them. However, this 
spell does not incapacitate the minds. 

Magic missile, shatter, Melfs acid arrow, 
and dispel magic spells are completely 
ineffective against the Chanth’s protective 
sphere. In addition, spells requiring touch, 
such as chill touch or shocking grasp, are 
useless unless the sphere is destroyed. 
Spells affecting the body, such as slow, bold 
person, or ray of enfeeblement are completely 
ineffective against the bodiless Chanth. 

Some spells are less effective because of 
the protective sphere around the Chanth. 
The large amount of encephalic fluid in the 
sphere insulates the Chanth against cold 
and heat and dissipates electrical energy, 
so electrical-, cold-, and heat-based spells 
do half damage. (If the Chanth uses energy 
containment, it may reduce the damage even 
further.) 
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The spells Melf’s minute meteors, magical 
stones, and spiritual hammer inflict normal 
damage against the sphere. 

While unable to cast spells itself, the 
Chanth understands spells and spellcraft. 
It uses dominated spell-casters to cast spells 
for it and destroy as many combatants as 
possible. Also, it attempts to tie up opposing 
spell-casters in one-on-one contests with its 
spellcasting slaves, thus leaving itself free to 
psionically attack others. 

Physical combat: The Chanth makes 
physical attacks through the three enslaved 
humans in the chamber and by using 
telekinesis and animate object. The Chanth 
uses its Hands, Voice, and Eyes as both 
shield and weapon. These slaves do not 
physically draw weapons and attack until 
their spells and psionics are exhausted. In 
physical combat, the slaves fight to the best 
of their abilities and suffer no penalties for 
their psionic enslavement to the Chanth. 
Through telekinesis and animate object, the 
Chanth sends the 12 chatkchas (Attack 
+10, 1d4+1 damage each) flying and 
ricocheting about the room, using the Eyes 
of the Chanth to target the chatkchas. If 
Kar’fan is blinded, incapacitated, or freed 
from Chanth control, the Chanth cannot 
attack with chatkchas until it restores a sense 
link with another minion. 

Direct weapon attacks on the Chanth 
are impossible until the protective glassteel 
sphere has been destroyed. The sphere 
cannot be shattered, and its surface hardly 
chips. The sphere has AC 19 and takes 40 
hp damage before it suddenly cracks and 
falls apart like a broken egg shell. The sphere 
takes normal damage from blunt weapons 
and half damage from edged weapons. The 
sphere is immune to all acid-, electrical-, 
cold-, and heat-based attacks, though these 
attack forms may affect the Chanth inside. 

If the sphere is destroyed, the protective 
and nourishing encephalic fluids gush forth, 
leaving the Chanth exposed to the air. The 
fluids are harmless, and PCs take no damage 
from contact with the brain juice. The 
Chanth takes 1 hp of damage per turn from 
exposure to the air. In addition, without the 
oxygen and nourishment the fluids provide, 
the brain cells slowly starve to death. This 
causes the Chanth an irrevocable loss of 2 
hp per day. 

Once the sphere is gone, the Chanth is 
like a snail out of its shell. It has AC 10 
and takes normal damage from all weapon 


attacks. Immobile, it is subject to missile 
fire and takes full damage from acid-, 
electrical-, cold-, and heat-based attacks. 
If the creature manifests flesh armour, its 
Armour Class improves according to its 
power check (see Dark Sun Campaign 
Guide, page 341). However, in the case of 
the Chanth, a roll of 1 has no effect. 


7. Well, Treasury, and Armoury. 


You smell the unmistakable sweet smell 
of water. The air in the room is moist 
and humid. As you look around, you see 
several chests stacked against the walls. 
A well has been dug in the middle of the 


room. 


While this room is the tower's treasury, 
the most valuable thing in the room is the 
deep well. When the tower was constructed, 
the well was dug to supply the laundry and 
scullery. Now, water is much too precious a 
commodity to use for such petty things. The 
Chanth uses access to the well as one more 
source of control over its slaves. 

The Chanth has little use for money or 
other types of treasure, but the creature 
hoards these all the same. The Chanth 
knows loyalty is often much easier to 
purchase than to earn. The four small chests 
near the eastern wall hold the entirety of the 
Chanth’s treasure. The first chest holds 900 
bits, 120 cp, 18 sp, 5 ep, and 2 gp. 

The second chest contains five carved 
bone bracelets worth 100 cp each, a carved 
bone scroll tube worth 25 cp, four polished 
pieces of good quality turquoise worth 20 cp 
each, and a large but poor-quality piece of 
onyx worth 50 cp. This chest also contains 
90 ornamental ceramic beads, moulded 
and fired like ceramic pieces but worth 2 
cp each. The beads are worn as jewellery by 
stringing them on a strip of leather to form a 
bracelet or necklace. They can also be sewn 
directly onto clothing as decoration and are 
sometimes braided into a person’s hair. 

The third chest contains three papyrus 
scrolls, four potion fruits (two lemons and 
two oranges), and a small jade ring. The 
scrolls contain the priest spells bless, cure 
light wounds, and merciful shadows. The fruits 
are fruit of fire resistance, fruit of bealing (x2), 
and fruit of speed. The jade ring is a ring of 
protection +1. 

All the coins, jewellery, gems, and magical 
items came from raids on caravans and on 


the douar. Proper ownership of the treasure 
is questionable, so it is not subject to the 
Altaruk merchants’ finder’s fee. 

The fourth chest is a lair and a trap. 
This chest is damp to the touch, and 
close inspection of the outside reveals 
discolourations and blemishes resembling 
water stains. The interior of the chest is 
a crude nest of damp cloth and rags that 
holds a ustilagor. If the chest is opened, the 
creature attacks immediately. 

Ustilagor: INT not ratable; AL N(E); 
AC 15; MV 9; HD 3+3; hp 17; Attack 
+3; #AT 1; Dmg 1d4+1 (save vs. poison or 
damage is doubled); SA psionics, alkaline 
touch; SD psionics, immune to mental 
attacks; SZ 7 (6” long); ML 7; XP 650; 
MM/207 (Intellect Devourer). 

Psionics (+8, PSPs 30, MAC 17): chemical 
simulation, energy containment, id insinuation, 
mind blank, telempathic projection. 

This horrible creature was taken from a 
caravan hauling rare and unusual animals 
for the arenas of Tyr. It is now a pampered 
pet of the Chanth. Slaves, using water from 
the well, are forced to keep the interior of 
the trunk damp and moist, and sometimes 
a slave does not return from this duty. The 
Chanth wishes to protect the ustilagor 
until it transforms itself into a full-fledged 
intellect devourer by devouring a psionic 
creature. The intellect devourer would then 
be the Chanth’s trusted watchdog. 

The ustilagor is covered with a slick 
yellowish-grey fungus that masks its psionic 
aura. If the PCs search the slimy interior of 
the chest, they find seven gems worth 15 
cp each the creature has hidden away in 
the ragged folds and furrows of its nest. If 
captured and returned alive and relatively 
unharmed to Altaruk, the ustilagor brings a 
hefty 85 gp finder’s fee (reduced by 5 gp per 
hp damage inflicted on the creature). 

A great deal of the arms and armour 
captured in the caravan raids is also stored 
here, stacked neatly against the northern 
wall. PCs may replenish their weapons 
supply from those stockpiled here if they 
so desire. The armour hoard contains five 
suits of man-sized kip leather armour, three 
suits of man-sized padded armour, three 
suits of man-sized drik hide armour, two 
suits of mul-sized carru leather armour, a 
breastplate of shell armour made of kank 
chitin, one leg of metal scale mail, two arms 
from a suit of bronze plate armour, and four 
medium sygra leather shields. 
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If the armour is returned to Altaruk, the 
PCs receive a 1,500 cp finder’s fee. If the 
PCs keep and use the piecemeal armour, 
consult the Dark Sun Campaign Guide, 
page 180, for Armour Class adjustments. 

To find the gold piece value of piecemeal 
metal armour, consult the table on page 
180 of the Dark Sun Campaign Guide 
and the armour cost table on page 69 of the 
Player’s Handbook. The value of a piece 
of metal armour is its percentage of the 
complete suit bonus. 

For example, a complete suit of banded 
mail gives a +6 AC bonus; the breastplate 
alone gives a +3 AC bonus. Therefore, as 
the breastplate of banded mail constitutes 
50% of the Armour Class bonus of a full suit 
of banded mail, the breastplate of banded 
mail costs 50% of the full suit price. As 
another example, one arm of banded mail 
gives a +1 AC bonus and costs one-sixth of 
an entire suit of banded mail. 

Because of the scarcity of metal on Athas, 
treat a — on the Armour Class bonus table 
as a +1 for purposes of computing the cost 
of the armour. This method should be used 
for figuring the cost of metal armour only. 
Piecemeal hide, leather, chitinous insectoid 
materials, and other types of armour must 
be computed individually. 

The arms cache contains no metal 
weapons but does contain a number of 
high-quality weapons of other materials. 
The stockpile contains 10 short bows, 50 
bone-tipped flight arrows (1d6-1), eight 
bone clubs, 25 bone daggers (1d4-1), 20 
stone daggers (1d4-1), 20 bone-tipped 
spears (1d6), and seven bone short swords 
(1d6-1). If the arms are returned to Altaruk, 
the PCs receive a 50 cp finder’s fee. 


Concluding the Adventure 


If the Chanth is defeated, the Big Fork 
islanders are extremely grateful for any 
help they received from the PCs. They 
are especially thankful for the return 
of Flockmaster Wren and any enslaved 
islanders. The douar rewards each PC with 
a turquoise armband worth 200 cp. The 
armbands signify honorary membership in 
the douar and are recognised as such by 
the giants living on the island. If PCs are 
confronted by an angry giant demanding 
to know what they are doing on the island, 
they can show the giant the armband to 
signify their right to be there. 


Olandin and Dree (the Voice and Hands 
of the Chanth) are grateful if rescued and 
are helpful and honest in all dealings with 
the PCs. Olandin knows the city of Tyr and 
will gladly serve as a friendly NPC guide to 
show the adventurers the wonders, markets, 
and back-alleys of the city. Dree the Reader 
can be used in the same way for the city 
of Gulg. Dree is also on friendly terms 
with several slave villages in the Mekillot 
Mountains southeast of Gulg and can 
introduce PCs to the wild, free lifestyle 
there. Dree can also decipher old maps, 
charts, or ancient languages for the PCs. 

On the other hand, Kar’fan the defiler 
(the Eyes of the Chanth) is glad to be 
rescued but not grateful to the PCs. Kar'’fan 
wants only to get away from the Chanth, the 
PCs, and the island. Details of his dark and 
sinister life are left to the DM's devising, 
and the defiler may be a future enemy of 
the PCs. The PCs may find themselves in 
the sticky situation of explaining to a king’s 
unsympathetic templars just why they saved 
a defiler from the Chanth. 

If the PCs successfully complete the 
adventure by destroying the Chanth and its 
gith allies, and freeing the creature’s slaves, 
they gain a story award of 250 XP each. In 
addition, the merchant houses of Altaruk 
gladly use the PCs again as hirelings. If the 
adventurers don’t defeat the Chanth but are 
able to escape the island, they can sell their 
information and maps of the island and 
tower to the Altaruk merchants for 100 cp. 
The merchants verify the veracity of such 
maps and information through psionics. In 
order to collect a reward of any kind, the 
PCs must undergo truthear, ESP, or even 
probe if there is some question of their 
truthfulness. 

If the PCs attempt to keep all or part of 
the booty found in area 3, the merchants in 
Altaruk become aware of it as soon as any 
of the goods reach a marketplace and offer 
a bounty for the PCs. If captured alive, the 
PCs become slaves of the merchant houses 
and must work off the value of the stolen 
merchandise. If the PCs keep the arms 
and armour found in area 7, the merchants 
may be aware of the appropriation. If they 
know that the PCs have kept the arms and 
armour, the merchants flatly refuse to pay 
the promised reward. They are also unlikely 
to hire the PCs again except for minor, 
dangerous, and not particularly lucrative 
tasks. 
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If PCs are completely unsuccessful and 
are enslaved by the Chanth, the DM can 
resolve the situation in several ways. The 
following suggestions provide some simple 
solutions. 

e When the PC party fails to return 
and the raids continue on the trade 
routes, the merchant houses of 
Altaruk send a strong party of NPCs 
to the island. The NPCs either defeat 
the Chanth, or they rescue the PCs 
and the two parties together fight the 
Chanth. 

e An enslaved PC is knocked 
unconscious on a raid on the trade 
routes. Left for dead, he awakens 
free of the Chanth’s control. The PC 
then tells the merchants in Altaruk of 
the danger lurking on the island and 
a rescue party is mounted. 

e Raids on the douar erdlu flocks force 
Clanmaster Fray to take action. 
The PCs are rescued by the douar 
and either join the fight against the 
Chanth or return to Altaruk. 
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Bill is a staff designer and editor at TSR. His most 
recent projects include Harbinger House, an 
adventure for the PLANESCAPE setting; The 
Nightmare Lands, a RAVENLOFT boxed 
set; and the DARK SUN campaign revision 
and expansion boxed set. This adventure is for 
use with the latter, exploring a northern region 
revealed for the first time in the new boxed set. 


Grave Circumstances is an AD&D 
adventure set in the DARK SUN campaign 
world. Ideally, the DM has a copy of the 
revised boxed set to reference, but the 
adventure can also be used with the original 
campaign set. Other materials needed for 
all DARK SUN adventures include the 
core rules books (Player’s Handbook and 
Dungeon Master’s Guide), and the Dark 
Sun Campaign Guide. 

This adventure takes 3-6 player characters 
of 5th-7th level into the unexplored area 
north of the Tyr Region. Initially, the PCs go 
in search of forgotten city-states rumoured 
to lie at the end of the road out of Draj, but 
they quickly become caught up in events 
that lead to even stranger discoveries. 

If characters are of higher level, the DM 
may adjust the encounters accordingly. For 
example, the DM can substitute stronger 
monsters for weaker ones, boost the villains’ 
levels, and increase the number of foes in a 


particular encounter — all without changing 
G R AV EF the basic elements of the story. 


Adventure Setting 


“Grave Circumstances” is set in the Year 

of Desert’s Fury of the 190th King’s 

Age. That’s Free Year 11 to the people 

of Tyr. Four months or so ago, the Great 

Earthquake rumbled through the Tyr 

Region and the events of The Cerulean 

a Storm novel unfolded. Sorcerer-kings have 

BY BILL SLAVISCEK fallen, governments toppled, and a natural 

eee” disasters continue to befall the Tyr Region, 

leading to unparalleled turmoil. Chaos 

1 7 and anarchy swirl in the power vacuums of 

IT S J u st O N @ trol | maa Raam, Draj, and Balic, while Urik, Nibenay, 

and Gulg close their gates and wait to 

see what other disasters will strike the 

Tablelands. Even Tyr suffers, damaged by 

the earthquake and ongoing tremors, and 

besieged by refugees fleeing surrounding 

villages to seek protection inside city walls. 

If brave adventurers ever had desires to see 

what lies beyond the Tyr Region, now would 
be an excellent time to travel. 


Artwork by Stephen A. Daniele 
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Perhaps the troubles of recent months 
don’t extend beyond the seven city-states. 
Perhaps a better land waits on the far side 
of the next sand dune, or through that newly 
opened mountain pass... 


Adventure Background 


Three small merchant houses (Terg, Voyan, 
and Shakktur) joined forces to create 
the Dedys Consortium. Originally, the 
Consortium was formed to protect the 
small houses from the larger House Tsalaxa. 
Today, it remains a competitive trading 
group that turns a healthy profit but in no 
way approaches the size of Tsalaxa. The 
Consortium leaders hope that this is about 
to change. 

Most people of the Tyr Region consider 
rumours of lost city-states to the north as 
nothing more than legends and caravan 
tales. The Dedys Consortium, however, 
believes that House Tsalaxa’s remarkable 
prosperity can be partially attributed to 
their dealings with these northern city- 
states. The rival merchant dynasties of 
Draj are both seeking to increase their 
wealth and influence since the death of 
King Andropinis. The merchant lords of the 
Dedys Consortium believe that their best 
chance is to establish their own ties with the 
realms in the north. That’s where the PCs 
come in. 

The Dedys Consortium hires the PCs 
to journey north, find the lost city-states, 
present gifts and greetings from the 
Consortium, and return to describe the 
route and dangers that must be overcome 
along the way. The adventure begins when 
the PCs strike out for the northern reaches. 
They know that the road leading north out 
of Draj is the way to go. Shortly after they 
leave the territory depicted on the familiar 
map of the Tyr Region, the action erupts in 
savage fashion. 

Long before the PCs reach the lost city- 
states, however, events to the north begin to 
affect them. Ravage, one of seven “Bandit 
States” that occupy the desolate Barrier 
Wastes north of the Tyr Region, is up in 
arms. Ravage's leader, Talid the Mul, has 
been robbed. As the adventure begins, Talid 
knows who robbed him — he just doesn’t 
know where the thief has gone. To this end, 
bands of raiding teams from Ravage search 
the countryside for some sign of the thief’s 
passing. 


The thief is Esturren, an elf defiler who 
was a trusted member of Talid’s community 
before he decided to steal from the bandit 
lord’s coffers. Esturren stole the Ivory Staff, 
an ancient artifact that Talid discovered 
during one of his infrequent trips into the 
depths of the Barrier Wastes. 

From his first days in Ravage (and he’d 
been a member of the tribe for many years), 
Esturren could remember Talid telling 
stories about discovering the Ivory Staff. 
The tales told of Talid’s harrowing journey 
to the bottom of Troll Grave Chasm, a huge 
crater that divides the two distinct portions 
of the Barrier Wastes. At the bottom of the 
crater, the desert above gives way to scrub 
plains and then an extensive mud flat. It’s 
here that Talid’s tale turns frightening — and 
extremely interesting to Esturren. 

In the mud flat, Talid found ancient ruins 
full of spectacular treasure. The problem 
was that strange monsters haunted the area, 
and it took a combination of skill and luck 
for him to escape the crater with his life. All 
he could retrieve was the Ivory Staff — one 
of dozens of similar artifacts hidden in a 
chamber among the ruins. 

After years of surreptitiously studying the 
Ivory Staff, Esturren finally learned enough 
to confirm his suspicions. The Staff was a 
“page” from an ancient spell book. If Talid’s 
tale was even partially true, then more 
of these Ivory Staff “pages” were waiting 
in the mud-flat ruins. The defiler slowly 
worked up the courage to defy his bandit 
lord, promising himself great power and 
unlimited arcane knowledge once he found 
the ruined library. Besides, if Talid wasn’t 
bright enough to realise what he had, then 
maybe he wasn’t the right person to lead the 
Bandit States. Maybe that honour should 
fall to Esturren. 


The Northern Lands 


Here's a brief overview of the territory 
where this adventure takes place. More 
details can be found in the newly expanded 
DARK SUN Campaign Set, but enough 
information is provided here to run this 
adventure. 

The chief areas of interest for the purpose 
of this adventure are the Barrier Wastes and 
the Bandit Kingdoms. The wastes are home 
to an immense area of sandy wastes known 
as the Glowing Desert, within which lies 
Troll Grave Chasm itself. 


The Road North 

The road that leads east out of the city-state 
of Draj eventually turns north and follows 
the shore of the Silt Sea. It passes near 
the village of Ket, through Fort Ral, and 
on to the trade village of Azeth’s Rest. Ket 
is a client village of Draj with substantial 
interests controlled by the merchants of 
House Tsalaxa, who also finance Fort Ral, 
the Tyr Region’s northernmost outpost. To 
most travellers, Fort Ral is the last bit of 
civilisation before entering the unknown 
and savage regions to the north. 

The trade village of Azeth’s Rest is a walled 
community that charges travellers for the 
use of its services. Built around a lush oasis 
and protected by a legion of mercenaries, 
Azeth’s Rest receives funding from House 
Azeth. This merchant house is connected to 
Kurn, one of the so-called “lost” city-states 
of the north. 


The Barrier Wastes 

The desolate Barrier Wastes cut across much 
of the northern region, forming a natural 
obstacle to direct travel. Extremely hot by 
day and terribly cold by night, the Barrier 
Wastes make the worst regions to the south 
look like paradises by comparison. The land 
lacks water, and a constant wind blows out 
of the west to drive travellers mad. At most 
times, the wind sings or screeches across 
the wastes, scouring a traveller with hot 
sand until he begs for a moment’s peace. 
Sometimes a great gust that can lift a 
person off the ground roars by. In those rare 
instances when the wind disappears, the 
sudden silence can be terrifying. The locals 
consider such a period of stillness to be an 
ill omen. 

The Barrier Wastes consist of two distinct 
terrain types: the Glowing Desert and the 
Scorpion Plains. The Glowing Desert is a 
large area of sandy wastes swept smooth by 
the near-constant wind. At night, the yellow 
sand particles glow with a cold and ghostly 
luminescence as bright as starlight. A huge 
wall of swirling sand, churned up where the 
western wind meets the southern breezes, 
marks the edge of the desert and separates 
it from the land nearest the Silt Sea. 

Five of the seven Bandit States occupy 
this portion of the Barrier Wastes, built 
around the few permanent oases in the 
desert. The village of Ravage can be found 
here, deep within the dunes of the Glowing 
Desert. 
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Alternate Beginnings 

If the adventure background doesn't fit 

easily into your campaign, here are a few 

alternate suggestions. 

e Perhaps the PCs possess a portion of 

the legendary Wanderer’s Chronicle 
that details lost city-states along the 
northern coast of the Silt Sea. They 
decide to leave the turbulent Tyr 
Region to find a better life to the north. 
One of the remaining sorcerer-kings 
(Hamanu of Urik, Nibenay, or Lalali- 
Puy of Gulg) wants to re-establish ties 
with the lost city-states. The sorcerer- 
king presses the PCs into service, giving 
them a magical message enchanted into 
a small stone that must be presented to 
the distant sorcerer-king. 
The opening has nothing to do with the 
lost city-states. Instead, a slave tribe 
chief sends the PCs north to present a 
message to Talid, leader of the village 
of Ravage. Talid, once a member of the 
tribe in question, promised to create 
a place of refuge and prosperity for 
all ex-slaves. Now the chief wants to 
take Talid up on his promise, especially 
due to the violent natural and political 
disasters rocking the Tyr Region. 


The Scorpion Plains is an expanse of 
salt flats baked to ceramic hardness by the 
relentless heat of the sun. Great cracks 
slice across the hard ground, revealing mud 
flats hiding in the cooler shadows. Plants, 
swarms of insects, and small animals live 
in the muddy depressions. Many types of 
scorpion crawl from the depressions at night 
in search of food, giving the region its name. 

Between the Scorpion Plains and the 
Glowing Desert lies a great canyon known as 
Troll Grave Chasm. Its name harkens back 
to legendary creatures reportedly destroyed 
during the Cleansing Wars that preceded 
the Age of Sorcerer-Kings. Sheer cliffs drop 
500’ to a lush bed of scrub plains. The plains 
thrive with the greatest concentration of 
life in the Barrier Wastes, but the chasm’s 
reputation for mysterious creatures and 
deadly monsters gives even the strongest 
bandit lords pause. In the canyon’s centre, 
a mud flat stretches for miles. If the scrub 
plains have a bad reputation, the mud flat 
has an aura of darkness and evil beyond 
anything imagined in the Tyr Region. Some 
tales even claim that the monsters called 
trolls still haunt the canyon’s dark interior. 


The Bandit States 

Seven independent communities of 
raiding tribes occupy the Barrier Wastes. 
Collectively, they are known as the Bandit 
States. Each state controls a village built 
around a permanent oasis in the Glowing 
Desert or the Scorpion Plains. Outlaws, 
ex-slaves, and other outcasts populate the 
Bandit States, and a powerful, charismatic 
leader commands each community. 

The members of these tribes are rugged, 
violent men and women of various races. 
Those who regularly experience the wrath of 
the bandits believe that the constant wind 
that blows through the Barrier Wastes has 
driven the bandits insane. There may be 
some truth to this sentiment. 

Battle-lust runs through the veins of 
every bandit raider. When not fighting 
each other for territory, to gain prestige, or 
for the simple thrill of battle, the bandits 
raid caravans and settlements in the lands 
surrounding the Barrier Wastes. They sweep 
out of the Wastes on swift riding beasts 
and strange sail carts, striking fast and 
disappearing quickly back through the wall 
of swirling sand. 


Part One: On the Road 


The adventure begins as the PCs strike 
out in search of the lost city-states of the 
north (or whatever alternate beginning 
you provide that gets them moving in that 
direction). After a few encounters on the 
road, they reach the village of Azeth’s Rest 
where they learn two things — there are city- 
states beyond the seven of the Tyr Region, 
and raids by the bandits have increased in 
recent days. Use the map titled “North of 
the Tyr Region” when running this part of 
the adventure. 

Whether the PCs go in search of the 
bandits or encounter them ina raid, the PCs 
become involved in the affairs of Talid of 
Ravage. Tales of the PCs’ skills and exploits 
during their trip have reached Talid, and the 
bandit lord wants to acquire their help in 
solving his problem. 


Encounters on the Road 

The following encounters take place on the 
road to the north. They all occur during the 
last leg of the PCs’ trip, happening some 
place between Fort Ral and Azeth’s Rest. 
See the “North of the Tyr Region” map for 
more details. 
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Encounter 1: B’rohg 
Misunderstanding 

The PCs come across three overturned 
cargo wagons and a few slaughtered kanks. 
Four b’rohgs are looting through the debris 
when the PCs arrive. B’rohgs are tall, slim, 
primitive giants with four arms and two legs. 
They stand 15’ tall, wear simple garb, and 
carry simple weapons. Read or paraphrase 
the following: 


You notice four figures sifting through 
the wreckage of a small caravan on the 
road ahead. At first the figures appear to 
be half-giants, but as you draw closer you 
notice the distinct second pair of arms 
that mark them as b’rohgs. The wrecked 
caravan consists of three overturned 
wagons and six dead kanks. You don’t see 
traders anywhere - living or dead — but it’s 
obvious that the b’rohgs are plundering 
the remains of the caravan. 


The b’rohgs didn’t attack this caravan. 
They found it in its present condition and 
decided to salvage whatever they could 
from the remains. They don’t know who 
attacked the caravan or what happened to 
the traders, but they view the PCs as thieves 
trying to steal their salvage, 

Unless the PCs make an extreme effort to 
give the b’rohgs a wide berth, the four-armed 
giants respond with hostility. They found 
the caravan in this condition, and don’t 
want to share its contents with scavengers 
or thieves. Of course, the PCs may think the 
b'rohgs attacked and destroyed the caravan, 
which could lead to battle in any event. 

The dim-witted b’rohgs aren’t stupid, just 
primitive and slow to reach conclusions. If 
the PCs come within 40’ of the wreckage, 
the b’rohgs respond by tossing boulders and 
spears. Each b’rohg has one boulder and 
two spears. If the PCs get closer, the b’rohgs 
take up four stone clubs each and engage in 
melee combat. They fight to the bitter end. 

If the PCs examine the caravan, they'll 
notice that the b’rohgs have only begun to 
loot the wagons. A closer inspection reveals 
that the kanks have been dead for at least a 
half a day, for scavengers have already been 
gnawing on their corpses. Any hero who 
makes a successful Wisdom check with a -2 
penalty also notices that the wounds were 
made with sharp, well-crafted blades — not 
the clubs used by the b’rohgs. Two wagons 
bear the banner of House Tsalaxa, though 
the third wagon’s banner is missing. 


GRAVE CIRCUMSTANCES 


The best course is for the PCs to leave 
the b’rohgs to their treasure. If a fight does 
break out, at least one of the b’rohgs tries 
to escape to spread the story of how the 
PCs defeated them. If the PCs spared the 
b’rohg, the story takes on more legendary 
proportions. 

The wild muls described in Encounter 2 
are the ones who attacked the caravan. 

B’rohgs (4): INT low; AL N; AC 13; 
MV 15; HD 5+3; hp 26, 24, 22, 19; Attack 
+6; #AT 4; Dmg 1d8+10 (stone clubs); SA 
+10 damage bonus due to Strength, hurl 
rocks (1d10+10 damage), spear (1d6+10); 
SZ H (15' tall); ML 10; MAC 11; XP 650: 
DSMC3/48. 


Encounter 2: Wild Mul Raiders 

A few miles farther north along their 
route, the player characters come across a 
battle in progress. Raiders have attacked a 
group of travellers, though it appears that 
the travellers aren’t the easy targets they 
probably seemed to be when the raiders 
made their move. 


A savage band of wild muls circles around 
two riders atop frightened crodlus, 
shouting and swinging weapons as 
though involved in some bloody game. 
The muls have no mounts, but instead run 
around the riders on their own powerful 
legs. The crodlu riders are purple-skinned 
humanoids who apparently took down at 
least one of the muls, for you can see a 
single raider lying face down in the dust. 


The raiders are seven wild muls who 
banded together after escaping from Raam’s 
slave pens in the wake of that city-state’s 
recent troubles. There were eight in total, 
but one fell in this raid. 

The muls have been engaged in one long 
series of raids as they work their way to 
the north. They've been terrorising local 
settlements, travellers, and small caravans 
whenever they came across them. The wild 
muls are responsible for destroying the 
Tsalaxa caravan (see Encounter 1), and 
now they're busy harassing another pair of 
travellers as the PCs draw close. 

The pair of travellers are nikaal traders. 
A mysterious race of lizard-like humanoids, 
each nikaal has the purple scales and reptile 
eyes that set them apart from most other 
races. Few know where the nikaal travel to 
or from, but this pair were minding their 
own business when the wild muls attacked. 
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If the PCs do nothing, the nikaal traders 
are overwhelmed before long, though the 
wild muls lose one more of their number in 
the battle. 

If the PCs take a closer look, they'll 
notice that the largest of the muls wears a 
House Tsalaxa banner across his chest like a 
badge of honour. The banner matches those 
the PCs saw on the wagons in the previous 
encounter, and each mul carries at least one 
pack with the same seal branded into it. 

The PCs can aid the nikaals, or they can 
travel on without lifting a weapon against 
the wild muls. If they decide not to help 
the nikaals, the PCs are attacked by the six 
remaining wild muls sometime after they 
stop to rest. This should occur before the 
events depicted in Encounter 3, below. 

If the PCs attack now, they can defeat this 
raiding band, make a name for themselves in 
this northern territory, and receive a reward 
from the nikaal traders. The reward consists 
of a ceramic coin with the mark of House 
Azeth which the nikaals explain grants 
the PCs free access to the trade village of 
Azeth’s Rest, and 25 ceramic pieces for 
each of the PCs. 


If the PCs do come to the rescue of 
the traders, the largest of the muls breaks 
off from his attack long enough to shouts 
at them. His voice is filled with rage and 
hatred as he spins his deadly lotulis. A 
lotulis is a long shaft with crescent blades at 
both ends and he wields it with obvious skill 
and a willingness to shed blood. 


“We fought our way out of Raam!” 
the huge mul bellows. “We earned our 
freedom! If we want to plunder these 
traders, what business is it of yours? You 
should just be thankful that we don’t turn 
our attention toward you!” 


Wild Muls (7 or 6): INT average; AL 
NE; AC 12 (carru leather); MV 12; HD 
545; hp 41 (leader), 37, 33, 32, 30, 27, 26; 
Attack +6; #AT 1; Dmg 1d10+1 (lotulis) or 
1d8+1 (stone long sword); SA +1 damage 
bonus due to Strength; SZ M (6-7’ tall); ML 
Steady (12); XP 270; DSMC3/224. 

Psionics (+3, PSPs 80, MAC 13): conceal 
thoughts, control body, ego whip, invisibility, 
levitation, mind thrust, mindlink, project force, 
send thoughts. 
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Nikaal Traders (2): INT average; AL 
CN; AC 12; MV 12; HD 3; hp 19, 18; 
Attack +3; #AT 1 or 2; Dmg 1d6 (bone 
short swords) or 1d4/1d4 (claws); SA acid 
spit (2d4 damage, once every third combat 
round, save vs. breath weapon for half 
damage); SZ M (6 tall); ML Steady (11); 
XP 175; DSMC3/228. 

Psionics (+3, PSPs 20, MAC 12): ESP, 
mindlink, psychic crush, sense link. 


Encounter 3: The Ghost Caravan 
This encounter takes place at night, after 
the PCs have finished traveling and set 
up camp to rest. The dawn will break over 
the horizon soon, bringing with it the 
unbearable heat of the day. Before that, it 
will also bring an undead horror that could 
destroy the PCs long before they reach the 
village of Azeth’s Rest. 


As you begin to spiral into sleep, a strange 
noise comes to you as if from some great 
distance. You listen, and it reminds you 
of chewing, as though something or 
someone was eating extremely loudly 
beyond the light of your campfire. These 
chewing noises are interrupted by a great 
belch, which brings you fully awake. No 
sooner does the belch subside then the 
chewing starts again. 


The creature producing these noises is a 
fael, an undead glutton that exists only to 
satisfy its ravenous appetites. If the PCs 
ignore these unnaturally loud sounds and 
decide not to investigate, allow them to fall 
back asleep if they want. Of course, they 
probably leave at least one member of their 
party awake to guard the camp while the 
rest of the party sleeps. They meet the fael 
before too long. 

If the PCs are unwilling to ignore the 
noises, however, and decide to investigate 
the source of the sounds, proceed to the 
boxed text below. Bear in mind that some 
of the descriptions given below may need to 
be modified, depending on when the PCs 
decided to rest. 

If they've been traveling throughout the 
day (which isn’t easy under Athas’s blazing 
sun), then this encounter occurs in the dead 
of night. If they've been traveling at night, 
then the fael approaches them in the middle 
of the day as the PCs try to sleep. 

As the PCs strike out from camp to find 
the source of the chewing and belching 
sounds, read: 


Less than half a mile from your camp you 
come across a huge wagon-fortress parked 
on the side of the road. It wasn’t there 
when you passed just before making your 
camp. There are no mekillots hitched to 
the giant wagon, and you don’t see the 
beasts anywhere in the vicinity. In fact, 
the wagon doesn’t look like it’s moved in 
years. 

From this distance, the chewing and 
belching sounds are louder. They literally 
echo from the interior of the wagon- 
fortress. The pale glow of lantern light 
shines from an open window, and the 
occasional crash of a ceramic plate or 
mug punctuates a fierce round of chewing 
and belching. 


If the PCs investigate, they can approach 
the open window or find another way into 
the wagon-fortress. If they turn away and 
return to their camp, the occupant of the 
wagon seeks them out a few hours later. 

The first thing the PCs notice is that there 
are no guards or traders in or around the 
wagon. Except for the nauseating sounds of 
a rude feast taking place in one of the inner 
holds, the place seems deserted. 


Inside the lighted hold, a banquet table 
stretches from one wall to the other. 
Overturned chairs, toppled bowls, and 
the remains of several erdlus and other 
delicacies cover the table, the walls, 
and the floor. Sitting behind the table 
is a huge, bloated merchant lord. Food 
crumbs and spilled drink stain his rich 
robes, and his ample gut fills his lap 
almost to his knees. 

The merchant lord plunges his huge, 
beefy hands into steaming bowls of rice 
and ground carru, stuffing fistfuls of the 
food into his stained, constantly chewing 
mouth. As you watch, he consumes 
the contents of the three bowls in turn, 
belching loudly as he finishes one and 
tosses the empty bowl against the far 
wall. He notices you, turning his blank 
eyes in your direction. “Feed me!” he 
bellows around a mouthful of rice. “I 
need more food!” 


This undead merchant lord is a fael, a 
crude creature with no manners and an all- 
consuming appetite. It has been gobbling 
up the contents of this wagon for weeks, but 
the stores are almost depleted. It looks to 
the PCs to provide it with more food. 
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The PCs must destroy the creature, 
convince it that they know where more food 
is and send it on its way, or provide it with 
enough food to keep its feast going a few 
days longer. Otherwise, it turns on them. 
The fael eats humans and demihumans if 
no other food sources are available. 

If the PCs convince the fael to leave, the 
wagon-fortress rolls away without any visible 
means of locomotion. No slaves turn the 
massive wheels, no beasts of burden pull it 
along the jagged road. If they defeat the fael 
and want to search the wagon, they find the 
rotting remains of food that was originally 
destined for some marketplace along this 
road. They also locate the remains of the 
merchant caravan, men and women who 
died to satisfy the fael’s unnatural hunger. 
While no usable food or water remains, the 
PCs can find sacks with 3,000 ceramic and 
20 silver pieces in the wagon’s holds. 

If the PCs refused to leave their camp to 
discover the source of the noises, the fael 
seeks them out after it consumes the last of 
the food in the wagon. After all of the PCs 
(except for any guards) have fallen asleep, 
the fael approaches their camp. If the PCs 
have left food lying around, the fael goes 
straight for it and starts eating. If there isn’t 
any food in sight, the creature approaches 
the guard or the nearest sleeping hero and 
shouts, “Feed me!” The hero so greeted can 
smell the stench of the creature’s last meal 
on its breath, as well as the lingering smell of 
death and decay that belongs completely to 
the fael. The rest of this encounter proceeds 
as described above. 

Fael: INT very; AL CE; AC 14; MV 9; 
HD 7+3; hp 34; Attack +8; #AT 3; Dmg 
1d3/1d3 (fists)/2d6 (bite); SA If the bite 
causes 6 or more hp damage, there is a 25% 
chance that the victim’s hand is bitten off; 
9 or more hp damage, 25% chance that an 
arm or leg is bitten off; 12 hp damage, 25% 
chance that victim’s head is bitten off (victim 
is automatically killed); SZ M (6 tall); ML 
15; MAC 10; XP 975; DSMC3/130. 


Azeth’s Rest 

The walled community of Azeth’s Rest is 
a trade village built around a lush oasis. A 
legion of 50 mercenaries protects the village 
and the road nearby. If the PCs received the 
ceramic coin from the nikaal traders, then 
they can enter Azeth’s Rest for free. The 
coin also entitles them to one free use of 
the watering hole for themselves and their 
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mounts, and one free meal at the village’s 
inn. I f the PCs don’t have the coin, it costs 
1 sp each to enter the village, and 2 cp for 
each riding animal. Water in the village 
costs 3 sp per tun (250 gallons). 

When the PCs arrive, they find that 
their reputation has preceded them. Their 
encounters with the b’rohgs, the wild mul 
raiders, the nikaal traders, and surprisingly 
even the fael, have produced stories that 
have become almost mythical in the telling. 
In fact, a bard performing at the village inn 
sings a ballad based on the exploits of the 
PCs. Everyone wants to hear the PCs tell 
their own tale, and everyone wants to buy 
them a drink at the tavern. 

If the characters left no survivors to pass 
on the tales of their journey, then others 
they never noticed have brought the news 
to Azeth’s Rest. The wilderness is alive with 
hermits, nomads, and others who have 
become experts at not being seen, as their 
lives depend on such skills. These types 
watched the events from hiding, then struck 
out for the trade village to tell what they 
witnessed. 

A representative of House Tsalaxa 
approaches the PCs a few hours after they 
arrive at the village. He wants to thank 
them for avenging the destruction of the 
house’s caravan by the wild muls. If the PCs 
have recovered anything of worth from the 
muls and turn it over to the representative, 
he rewards them with 10 gp each. 

Of course, all of the positive attention 
also leads to some negative attention as well. 
Thieves or bandits in the village might try to 
rob the PCs, and village toughs might try to 
expand their reputations by challenging the 
PCs to battle. Run these kind of scenes as 
you see fit, but give the PCs some time to 
rest and recuperate before they head out to 
the next part of the adventure. 

As the PCs explore the village, they learn 
the following from the people they interact 
with: 


“Lost city-states? Well, there are two city- 
states to the north, but they've always 
been in the same location as far as I can 
tell. Maybe it was you who was lost, and 
not the city-states, did you ever consider 
that?” 


(Two city-states are located to the 
north, but they're beyond the scope of 
this adventure. See the new DARK SUN 
campaign setting for more details.) 


“You've never heard of the Bandit States? 
Where did you say you were from? Oh, 
that explains it. The Bandit States are 
raiding communities that hide in the 
Barrier Wastes. Most of the time, we 
only have to worry about the raiders once 
or twice every new moons. Recently, 
however, Talid’s Ravagers have increased 
the frequency of their raids for some 
reason. Maybe the Angry Winds have 
finally driven them totally insane.” 


(Talid has his raiders looking for Esturren 
the Defiler.) 


“I hear that House Azeth is looking 
for some strong adventurers to go talk 
to Talid the Bandit Lord. I think the 
merchant house wants someone to 
convince the Ravagers to cut back on the 
frequency of their raids. I bet heroes like 
you could convince Talid with no trouble 
at all.” 


(If the PCs seek out an agent of House 
Azeth, she'll offer them 5 sp each to take a 
message to Talid of Ravage.) 


“If you're looking to make some silver, 
then go see Talid the Bandit Lord. 
I understand he has a problem that 
someone with your reputation should 
be able to solve in three shakes of a lirr’s 
tail.” 


(Talid will hire the PCs to find Esturren. 
In fact, he’s currently looking for them for 
just such a purpose, as their reputation has 
already reached the Bandit Lord’s ears.) 

At some point, it will be time for the 
PCs to leave Azeth’s Rest. They can leave 
with an assignment from House Azeth, or 
they could go searching for Talid and the 
Ravagers for their own reasons, or they 
might simply continue their journey north. 
Whatever their final destination, they meet 
up with Talid the Bandit Lord. 


The Ravagers 

If the PCs seek out the Ravagers, they have 
little trouble finding them. Talid has told his 
raiders to watch for the adventurers from 
the south, so they'll find the PCs before the 
PCs find them. If the PCs aren’t interested 
in finding Talid, the Ravagers manage to 
locate them anyway. The PCs run into the 
raiders just beyond sight of the walls of 
Azeth’s Rest. 


Whatever the situation, when the raiders 
appear, read or paraphrase the following: 


They appear out of the swirling wall 
of sand and dust that seems to hang 
constantly in the western sky. Almost two 
dozen men and women of various races, 
armed with vicious weapons and riding 
either kanks or strange wheeled vehicles 
with sails. Before you can take any overt 
actions, the raiders surround you. 

One of their number, a female elf with 
short hair and a savagely painted face, 
rides forward. “Are you the travellers who 
defeated the wild muls of Raam?” she 
asks. “Talid of Ravage would have words 
with you.” 


If the PCs attack the raiders, the raiders 
fight back with everything they have in 
order to ensure their survival. The raiders 
do not attack to kill, but to knock the PCs 
unconscious — Talid has been explicit in his 
desire to have the PCs brought to him alive. 

As the fight progresses, the female elf 
continues to ask the PCs to meet with 
Talid. She makes it clear that they intend 
the PCs no harm. She calls herself Mutalla. 
If the PCs agree to meet with Talid, Mutalla 
and the raiders lead them into the Barrier 
Wastes. 

Ravagers (22): INT average; AL LN; 
AC 12 (carru leather); MV 12; HD 3+2; 
hp 19 each; Attack +3; #AT 1; Dmg 1d8+1 
(bone long sword) or 1d6 (long bow); SZ M 
(6 tall); ML 12; MAC 11; XP 120. 


Part Two: Into the Grave 


In part two of the adventure, the Ravagers 
lead the PCs into the Barrier Wastes to 
meet with the Bandit Lord, Talid the Mul. 
Along the way, they discover some of the 
hazards of traveling in this desolate region, 
including the hostile environment and 
raiders from other Bandit States. Use the 
map of “The Glowing Desert” overleaf 
when running these encounters. 

After reaching the village of Ravage, the 
PCs are received by Talid, the leader of the 
Ravagers. If the PCs agree to help the Bandit 
Lord (and Talid doesn’t really give them any 
choice in the matter), he tells them what he 
knows of the defiler Esturren. At this point, 
scouts return with news that the defiler had 
been spotted to the north, moving in the 
direction of Troll Grave Chasm. 
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The rest of this part of the adventure 
involves the PCs’ attempts to catch up with 
Esturren. The map of “Troll Grave Chasm” 
shows the defiler’s route and includes 
encounters for the PCs as they pick up the 
defiler’s trail. This part of the adventure 
concludes as the PCs prepare to follow the 
defiler into the vast mud flat at the bottom 
of the chasm. 


Travel Encounters 

Whether as prisoners or as invited guests, 
the PCs travel with the Ravagers into 
the Barrier Wastes. The first significant 
encounter takes place as the travellers reach 
the swirling wall of dust and sand that marks 
the border of the Barrier Wastes. 


Encounter 1: The Wall of Dust and 
Sand 

Where the western wind that blows across 
the Barrier Wastes meets the southern wind 
blowing toward the Silt Sea, the churning 
sand and dust rise into the air. This 
turbulence forms a thick, constantly moving 
wall of sand that hangs like fog at the edge 
of the Glowing Desert. 


As the PC approach this location, read or 
paraphrase the following: 


In the distance you can see the wall of 
dust and sand. It looks like any sand storm 
blown up along the shores of the Silt Sea, 
except this one is even more massive. The 
wall of airborne sand stretches in both 
directions along the horizon for as far 
as you can see, and it rises almost a mile 
into the sky. 

“We're going through that,” the female 
elf says with a grin. “I bet they don’t have 
anything like this where you come from.” 


initial attack and can’t locate each other until 
the threat has been dealt with. The raiders 
have the same level of success as the PCs. 
If the PCs are winning, so are the raiders. If 
the PCs are losing, the raiders lose as well. 
To determine how many of the raiders fall in 
the unseen battle, roll 1d4 for every 15 hp 
damage inflicted on the PCs; subtract the 
die roll from 24. The final total is how many 
raiders remain. The DM should run Mutalla 
during this encounter. She does her best to 
fight alongside the PCs. 

If one mastyrial is reduced to fewer than 
12 hit points, both creatures tunnel into the 
sand to wait for weaker prey. 

Mastyrials (2): INT animal; AL N; AC 
20; MV 15; HD 12; hp 48 each; Attack 
+12; #AT 4; Dmg 1d10/1d10 (pincers)/2d6 
(bite)/1d6 plus poison (tail); SA poison 
(injury, onset immediate, 30/15); SD 
regenerate (3 hp per round), immune to 
blunt weapons; SZ M (6 long); ML 11; 
MAC 13; XP 10,000; DSMC3/204. 


Encounter 2: Attack of the Spoilers 
The PCs, led through the Glowing Desert, 
wander into an ambush set by the raiders of 
the bandit state of Spoil. 


The Glowing Desert looks like every 
stretch of sandy waste you've ever 
trekked through, though the sand dunes 
seem flatter and the western wind is 
unnaturally constant. Yellow sand can be 
seen in all directions, and the heat of the 
day is as hot as anywhere on Athas. Then 
a parcel of sand begins to move! 

“Ambush!” shouts one of the Ravagers. 

“Spoilers!” warns another. 

You see them now, a dozen men 
and women rising out of the sand with 
weapons at the ready and a hungry glow 
in their eyes. 


Movement and visibility in the wall of dust 
and sand is the same as in a driving sand 
storm (movement 10, spotted 10, type 5, 
ID 5, detail 3). The wall is relatively narrow, 
and even at the slower movement rate the 
raiders can lead the PCs through it in about 
two hours. As visibility and movement are 
hindered, this makes an excellent hunting 
ground for the pair of mastyrials that live in 
the nearby desert. 

One of the scorpion-like creatures attacks 
the raiders, the other goes for the PCs and 
Mutalla. The two groups get divided in the 
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There are 12 Spoilers waiting in ambush. 
They emerge to talk if the Ravagers 
outnumber them, but immediately attack if 
the Ravagers have been reduced to less than 
12 in number. 

If talking is their goal, the Spoiler leader, 
a huge one-eyed tarek, demands payment 
from the Ravagers if they want to pass 
through Spoiler territory unharmed. He 
demands 1 gp for each member of the 
traveling band. Mutalla looks to the PCs 
with some amusement, asking them what 
they would do in this situation. 
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She then follows whatever suggestion 
they make. If the price is paid, the band 
can continue traveling. If not, the Spoilers 
engage them in battle. They continue 
to fight until only four remain, then the 
ambushers flee. 

If attack is the immediate response, the 
Spoilers seek to capture and kill the travellers 
so that they can plunder their bodies. As in 
the above scenario, the Spoilers flee after 
they've been reduced to only four healthy 
warriors. 

Spoilers (12): INT average; AL LN; AC 
12 (carru leather); MV 12; HD 3+2; hp 19 
each; Attack +3; #AT 1; Dmg 1d8+1 (bone 
long sword) or 1d6 (long bow); SZ M (6 
tall); ML 12; MAC 11; XP 120. 


Encounter 3: Sand Howlers 

The last encounter before the PCs reach 
Ravage takes place when the raiders stop 
to retrieve a hidden cache of supplies. This 
depot is like many scattered throughout the 
Barrier Wastes by the Bandit States, hidden 
beneath the sand but full of food, water, 
and other supplies needed in the hostile 
environment. 

As supplies are passed around, have 
the PCs make observation checks with 
a -6 penalty to determine if they hear the 
warning howls of a hunting sand howler 
pack over the constant wind. 

If any PCs make the check, they hear 
a series of terrible howls from not too far 
away. If none of the PCs succeeds, nobody 
hears the noise, and the howlers attack with 
surprise on their side. 

Sand howlers are lizard-like creatures 
that bear some resemblance to dogs. Their 
oversized heads support many eyes, and 
they have large, yellow tusks. There are six 
howlers in this pack. Three attack the PCs 
and Mutalla, while the other three attack 
the remaining Ravagers. 

As before, for every 15 hp damage the 
PCs sustain, roll 1d4 to determine how 
many Ravagers fall. The sand howlers battle 
to the death. 

Sand Howlers (6): INT animal; AL N; 
AC 15; MV 12; HD 4+2; hp 28, 28, 22, 22, 
16, 16; Attack +4; #AT 3; Dmg 1d3/1d3 
(claws)/1d6 (bite); SA paralysing gaze (if a 
character looks into a howler’s many eyes, 
save vs. paralysation or be paralysed for 2d4 
rounds); SZ M (4’ long); ML 8; MAC 14; 
XP 420; DSMC3/283. 


The Village of Ravage 

The well-fortified village of Ravage 
resembles a large trade village more than a 
struggling community of ex-slaves. Inside its 
high walls, Ravage is a piece of lush, fertile 
ground in the middle of a desolate desert. 
After the PCs arrive, they are taken directly 
to Talid’s pavilion. 

The pavilion is constructed of worked 
stone and brick, and it stands beside the 
large pond that gives this oasis life. When 
the PCs arrive, they immediately notice 
Talid the Bandit Lord. The large, powerfully 
built mul wears a white tunic that shines 
against his bronze flesh. A rare metal sword 
hangs at his side. Read or paraphrase the 
following: 


“Welcome to Ravage, greatest of the 
Bandit States,” Talid says in a strong, 
clear voice. “We have heard of your 
adventures, and this ex-gladiator has only 
one question. Are the tales true?” 


The PCs must consider this question very 
carefully. Talid wants the PCs for their skills. 
If they claim that the stories have been 
exaggerated, then Talid might decide to cast 
them back into the desert. 

On the other hand, if they agree that the 
tales are true, Talid decides that they're 
exactly what he’s looking for and they are 
forced to take on whatever task Talid has in 
mind for them. 

If the PCs hesitate in their response, the 
raiders who accompanied them from Azeth’s 
Rest begin to tell all that happened during 
the trip across the Glowing Desert. Talid 
listens, nods his appreciation, then shouts, 
“Leave us! I will talk to these adventurers 
alone!” 

Talid tells the PCs everything from the 
background (although he doesn’t know that 
the staff was part of an ancient spell book). 
“Will you find Esturren for me?” he finally 
asks. Before they can answer, a dusty, weary 
raider approaches. 


“I’m sorry to interrupt, Talid,” the weary 
raider says, “but we've spotted Esturren. 
We caught up with him north of the 
village, but he used his magic to destroy 
the hunting party. I was the only one who 
survived. He’s heading north, Talid. He’s 
heading toward the Grave.” 

Talid stands, a look of terrifying anger 
crossing his face. “I should have guessed 
he’d go there.” 


If the PCs agree to go after Esturren, 
Talid promises them a healthy reward and 
the eternal friendship of the Ravagers. If 
they ask what the reward is, a scowl crosses 
the bandit lord’s face. “Do you question my 
honour? Return when the job is done and 
you won't be disappointed.” Talid wants 
Esturren alive and the staff returned. He'll 
take the staff and a dead body if need be, 
however. 

After the discussion comes to an end, 
Talid directs the PCs north toward the Troll 
Grave Chasm. 

Note: If the PCs were hurt in the battles 
in the desert, Talid’s water clerics can cast 
spells to help restore lost hit points. There 
are three clerics in Ravage. The first has 
two cure serious wounds and three cure light 
wounds to spare on the party. The other two 
clerics have three cure light wounds each. 
If the PCs agree to help Talid, the bandit 
lord commands his clerics to provide what 
healing they can for the party. 


Encounters in the Grave 
Refer to the map of “Troll Grave Chasm” 
when running this portion of the adventure. 


Encounter 1: Esturren’s Camp 

The PCs first come across the defiler’s camp. 
This is the same location that Talid’s hunting 
party came across, and the PCs can see the 
remains of Esturren’s foes scattered in the 
sand. Read or paraphrase the following: 


Carrion birds lift into the air as you 
approach the remains of a small camp. 
Bodies lie here and there, the life sucked 
out of them by terrible magical forces. 
The dead look much like the members of 
Ravage that you have come to know. You 
see no signs of life here, just a cold fire pit 
and the dead raiders. 


The PCs find five bodies. Three died from 
massive burns, one from five small, circular 
scorch marks, and the fifth from a dagger 
in the back. 

Other than the fire pit and the bones 
from a small lizard that must have been the 
defiler’s last meal at this camp, there isn’t 
anything else here to find besides the two 
sets of tracks. One set leads back toward 
Ravage and must belong to the scout who 
survived the battle and reported back 
to Talid. The other set heads off toward 
the north, in the direction of Troll Grave 
Chasm. 
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Encounter 2: False Path Down 
Esturren made his first attempt to descend 
into the Grave at this cliffside. He hammered 
a spike into the rock and tossed a giant- 
hair rope into the chasm. He realised such 
a climb was beyond his physical abilities, 
abandoned the spot and continued to 
search for an easier path. If the PCs make a 
tracking check or an observation check with 
a -6 penalty, they notice the defiler’s tracks 
continue to the east. Otherwise, they may 
try to scale the cliff here. 

The rope drops 100’ into the chasm. 
The PCs must provide the method for 
descending the final 400’ to the floor of the 
chasm. Because the cliff is so smooth, even 
using mountaineering gear is difficult. The 
base success rate is 10%. Those with the 
mountaineering proficiency can add 10% 
per slot. A check must be made every 100’. 

For more details about determining the 
success of climbing checks, see Chapter 14 
of the Player’s Handbook. 

About 250’ down, a creature that lives in 
the cliff emerges to try to make a meal of the 
PCs. It’s a megapede, and can climb the rock 
face without any problem but, as it needs its 
legs to maintain its grip, the megapede can 
attack with only its mandibles. 

Megapede: INT animal; AL N; AC 17; 
MV 12; HD 10; hp 56; Attack +10; #AT 5 or 
1; Dmg 1d6 x5 (claws) or 3d10 plus poison 
(bite); SA poison (injury, onset immediate, 
20/1d3); SZ G (100° long); ML 11; XP 
4,000; DSMC3/206. 

Psionics (+7, PSPs 150, MAC 15): 
aversion, biofeedback, chameleon power, death 
field, detonate, disintegrate, double pain, ego 
whip, energy containment, mental barrier, 
intellect fortress, mind thrust, mindlink, project 
force, psionic blast, psychic crush, reduction, 
soften, thought shield, tower of iron will. 


Encounter 3: True Path Down 
Esturren descended into the chasm at this 
point. Here, a narrow ledge leads down like 
a natural staircase. The PCs can easily walk 
to the bottom but must walk in single file, 
however, for the narrow ledge isn’t wide 
enough to allow a double row. 

There are no hidden menaces on this 
path unless the PCs have been having too 
easy a time and the DM feels they need to 
be tested a bit more. If the DM wishes to 
add an additional encounter here, roll for 
a random encounter on either the sandy 
wastes or scrub plain terrain tables. 
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If the heroes find this path, read or 
paraphrase the following: 


You almost miss the narrow path that 
gently descends into the Grave. Scuff 
marks and a portion of a boot print in the 
dust help you determine that the defiler 
stepped off the edge here. Glancing 
over the side, you see a narrow ledge of 
rock that slants down the cliff face like 
a staircase. You’ve found Esturren’s path 
down. 


Encounter 4: Destroyed Oasis 

A massive scrub plain spreads across the 
floor of the chasm. Compared to the desert 
above, the scrub plain appears as a lush 
oasis full of life and vitality. As the PCs 
continue to follow Esturren’s trail, they find 
that not everything in the Grave is alive. 
They reach what was once a teeming oasis. 
Now it’s been reduced to withered plants, 
ashen soil, and foul water. 


The land ahead was once lush and 
beautiful, an oasis of such beauty to 
rival anything in the Tyr Region. Now, 
however, the place has been defiled. The 
same magic used by the sorcerer-kings 
was at work here, drawing life and energy 
out of the plants, the water, the very soil. 
Dried husks and dead leaves are all that 
remain of the once-living grove. The soil, 
once rich and brown, has turned to gray 


ash. 


Esturren used this oasis to provide power 
for his defiling magic. He wanted to fill up 
his magical energy reserves before heading 
into the mud flat, and this oasis was the 
most abundant in the area. He defiled with 
wild abandon, sucking the life out of the 
land with no regard to the consequences, 
storing the energy in obsidian orbs for later 
use in his spellcasting. Even the oasis pool 
has been thoroughly corrupted, and now 
its water is bitter and tepid. The PCs find 
his trail on the far side of the oasis, heading 
toward the massive mud flat at the centre 
of the Grave. 


Encounter 5: Slig Attack 

Before the PCs reach the mud flat, they 
must get past a party of slig warriors. Sligs 
are wide-jawed, tall, muscular humanoids 
with sickly white skin and reptile eyes. They 
adopt a hunched posture that allows them 
to use their arms when they travel. 


Troll Grave Chasm 
One Square = 10 Miles 
Key 
N 1. Esturren’s Camp 
2. False Path Down 
3. True Path Down 
4. Destroyed Oasis 
5. Slig Attack 
6. Ruins in the Mud 
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This particular band of sligs hunts the 
chasm floor. The sligs have been following 
the PCs since they descended into the 
chasm, and have set a trap for them some 
distance from the dead oasis. Read or 
paraphrase the following: 


Esturren’s trail leads past a shallow 
depression. In the shallow pit, you can 
see a large chest and a scattering of 
metal coins. The defiler’s tracks continue 
toward the mud flat at an even pace, as 
though he never noticed the treasure at 
the bottom of the pit. 


If the PCs ignore the trap, the sligs 
decide to rush them. The sligs hate to lose 
the advantage of the trap, but they hate to 
lose their prey even more. The sligs attempt 
to kill one or two of the PCs and drag their 
bodies away. If five or more of the sligs fall, 
the remaining creatures flee. 

If the PCs fall for the trap, they find a 
chest full of rocks and about eight silver coins 
scattered around it. Once they descend into 
the pit, the sligs attack, using the height 
provided by the pit, attacking with chitin- 
tipped spears or bone long swords. 
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Sligs (8): INT average; AL NE; AC 14; 
MV 12; HD 4+1; hp 32, 29, 28, 26, 23, 
22, 20, 17; Attack +4; #AT 1; Dmg 1d8+1 
(bone long sword or spear) or 1d3 (bite); 
SZ L (7' tall); ML 15; MAC 15; XP 420: 
DSMC3/310. 


Part Three: The Defiler 


The final portion of this adventure takes 
place in the mud flat that fills the central 
region of Troll Grave Chasm. In the mud 
flat, the PCs catch up with Esturren the 
Defiler in ancient ruins that date back to 
Athas’s Green Age. The defiler isn’t the only 
danger awaiting the PCs in the mud flat. 
A terrible creature — the last troll in all the 
world rises from the mud to destroy those 
who would disturb his half-buried home. 


Traveling Through the Mud 

The scrub plains give way to a vast mud flat. 
A mud flat is an area where traces of water 
seep up through the ground to turn the 
surrounding dirt into mud. A lush jungle of 
bushes and small trees spring from this mud 
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flat, filling the region with an abundance of 
plant, animal, and insect life. When the PCs 
approach the mud flat, read the following: 


The grass and scrub give way to a dark, 
foreboding jungle. The buzz of insects 
and the calls of strange beasts rise out 
of the jungle like living music, giving the 
place a sound reminiscent of places like 
the Forest Ridge. The depths ahead of 
you hold countless mysteries, numerous 
dangers, and the defiler you've been 
chasing since leaving the village of 
Ravage. To find him, you'll have to enter 
the jungle that springs from the mud. 


Esturren’s trail through the jungle isn’t 
hard to follow. While footprints are quickly 
swallowed up by the seeping water, the 
broken branches create a corridor through 
the vegetation. Any number of encounters 
can be placed along the jungle path, from 
deadly plants to fierce lizards, insect swarms 
to rabid tribes of humanoid monsters. 

The only planned encounter takes place 
just before the PCs spot the ruins. A mud 
pool along the trail is home to a trio of mud 
fiends. They let the defiler pass by, but can’t 
resist a party as large as that of the PCs. 


The pool of watery mud beside the 
trail bubbles and stirs as you walk by. A 
moment later, three pillars of mud rise 
out of the pool to the height of a tall man. 
Arms and legs emerge from the pillars, 
and black, hollow eyes open to gaze upon 
you. Then a black, hollow mouth opens 
in the nearest creature, and a bubbling 
voice says, “We hunger!” 


The mud fiends require decaying flesh to 
sustain their foul existence, and they want 
the PCs to become the latest fertiliser for 
their pool of mud. These creatures battle 
until reduced to 0 hp, at which point they 
collapse into a glob of mud that slowly slides 
back into the pool. In 2d6 days, the mud 
fiends can re-form at full strength. 

Mud Fiends (3): INT low; AL NE; AC 
13; MV 6; HD 6; hp 31, 29, 17; Attack +6; 
#AT 2; Dmg 1d10/1d10 (fists); SA smother 
(if both attacks hit, victim must save vs. 
paralysation or be trapped in the creature's 
muddy form; each round that the victim 
doesn't save, he suffers 1d6 additional 
damage; once he saves, he pulls free); SD 
regenerate (back to full in 2d6 days), half 
damage from all nonmagical weapons; SZ 
M (6' tall); ML 11; MAC 16; XP 975. 


The Ancient Ruins 

This encounter takes place at the location 
marked with a number 6 on the map of 
“Troll Grave Chasm.” The PCs reach the 
ancient ruins without warning, bursting 
through some heavy undergrowth to 
emerge in a secluded clearing. There, half- 
buried in the mud, are a few stone buildings 
from an earlier age. Read or paraphrase the 
following: 


The vine-covered branches and canopy 
of leaves part to reveal a hidden clearing. 
In the centre of the clearing, sticking 
partly out of the mud, is a series of stone 
buildings that look nothing like those in 
the city-states of the Tablelands. One 
building, decorated with white pillars and 
a massive stone door, sits mostly above 
the surface of the mud. The great stone 
door hangs open, revealing a narrow 
glimpse into the darkness beyond. 


If the PCs watch for a few moments, 
they notice a ghostly light blaze through the 
narrow opening in the pillared building. The 
light is produced by a light spell Esturren 
casts when he reaches the “library” of 
spell staves. How the PCs approach this 
encounter is up to the players, but here are 
the appropriate details to consider. 


1. The Pillared Building. 

What the PCs are looking at is the top floor 
of a three-storey building. The lower two 
floors wait beneath the surface of the mud 
and are almost impossible to access. In the 
Green Age, this was one of the first centres 
of magical study. It was established by 
one of Rajaat’s original preserver students. 
While paper wasn’t rare in those days, the 
preserver still wanted to create a spell book 
that would survive the passing of ages. He 
inscribed the magical runes on a series of 
ivory staves and placed them in the top floor 
of this building. 

Inside, the entire floor forms one gigantic 
chamber with 12’ high ceilings. An opening 
in the centre of the floor leads to stairs 
that descend into the building. The stairs, 
however, are buried in thick, clinging mud. 
The staves are set up in a series of banisters, 
with one staff equalling one spell in the book. 
There is one staff for every available spell in 
the DARK SUN campaign. This includes 
spells from the Players Handbook and the 
Dark Sun Campaign Guide. 


—A 


If the PCs enter the structure, they 
discover that the staves are protected by 
powerful wards. Touching a staff inflicts 
1d10 hp damage on any good or neutral 
character, and 2d10 hp damage on any 
evil character. Actually pulling a staff free 
sets off a magical charge that inflicts 6d10 
hp damage. (When Talid stole one of the 
staves, the resulting discharge of energy 
almost killed him.) Under no circumstances 
should the PCs be allowed to steal more 
than four of the staves (determine the spell 
each staff contains randomly). 

If more than four staves are removed 
(not counting the one Talid removed), an 
overward discharges, plunging the entire 
building beneath the mud. It takes 1d10+8 
rounds for the building to sink. Each round, 
any characters in the sinking building must 
make successful Dexterity checks at a 
cumulative -1 penalty to progress toward the 
exit. The checks grow harder each round, as 
geysers of mud bubble up to coat the floor. 
In round two, checks are at Dexterity -2, in 
round 3 at -3, and so on. A character must 
make a number of successful checks based 
on his base movement rate, as shown below: 

Move # of Successful Checks 
20+ 
17-19 
13-16 
10-12 
7-9 
6 or less 
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Those who fail to escape the sinking 
building in time face drowning unless 
rescued by PCs who escaped. Drowning 
PCs can hold their breaths for a number 
of rounds equal to one third of their 
Constitution scores rounded up. 


2. Esturren the Defiler. 

Esturren sees his greatest dreams realised 
when he enters this building. The moment 
he becomes aware of the PCs, he flies 
into a rage and seeks to destroy them. He 
has his own prepared spells ready for just 
such a battle, plus he can call on the spell 
on Talid’s staff if he is losing the fight. The 
spell inscribed on the staff is finger of death. 
If Esturren is forced to cast it, the runes 
fade from the staff and the spell is used up. 
The staff's spell acts just like pages in a spell 
book; casting a spell directly from a staff 
causes the spell to vanish from the staff. 
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The defiler refuses to give up this treasure 
and fights to the death unless the PCs 
can somehow render him harmless. If not, 
Esturren remains with the building even if 
it starts to sink into the mud. The PCs must 
knock him out, tie him up, and gag him if 
they want to carry him back to Talid in one 
piece. Of course, Esturren fights to keep 
that from happening. 

Esturren has also discovered something 
important in the library chamber. In addition 
to representing pages in a spell book, the 
ivory staves serve another function. They 
can be used to cast a single spell that totally 
destroys the mud flat and surrounding 
scrub plain and turn the caster into a fully 
transformed 30th-level dragon — a creature 
of unthinkable power. 

Even the original preserver who devised 
the staffs wasn’t aware of this function, as 
it was added by his master — none other 
than Rajaat the War-Bringer. This huge, 
complicated, multi-staged spell defiles the 
entire region and transfers the power to the 
caster, 

Esturren wants to grasp that power. To 
assure his privacy, the defiler has tricked the 
last original denizen of this area to protect 
him, as described in the encounter below. 


Esturren (male elf defiler): AL LE; 
AC 14 (Dexterity); MV 18; HD 9; hp 28; 
Attack+2; #AT 1; Dmg 1d4+1 (bone dagger 
+1); S 13, D 19, C 9,118, W 11, Ch 15; SZ 
M (7' tall); ML 17; XP 4,000 

Psionics (+3, PSPs 10, MAC 16): 
displacement. 

Prepared Spells: 

1st—armour, burning hands, magic missile 
x3, shield; 2nd—continual light, invisibility, 
levitate, mirror image, orb of power; 3rd—blink, 
energy conduit (9 levels), fireball, lightning 
bolt; 4th—fire shield, psionic dampener, 
shadow monsters; 5th—conjure elemental 


3. The Guardian of the Clearing. 
One last creature must be included in the 
final conflict. This monster is the last of 
the trolls, those ancient creatures that once 
walked Athas in great numbers until the 
abominations of the Cleansing Wars were 
visited on all the nonhuman races. While 
the rest of its race were eradicated by the 
Champions of the War-Bringer, this troll 
used his regenerative powers to stay alive, 
and the defiling energies unleashed on the 
Grave have given the creature something 
very close to immortality. 


The creature looks like the trolls of old, 
except it’s much larger. In addition, as the 
troll’s fellows died in the war that destroyed 
this area, it took the severed parts of their 
bodies and attached them to its own. Now 
it looks like a giant troll with multiple heads, 
arms, and legs. These parts were attached 
without thought or reason, and the troll’s 
natural regenerative powers helped forge 
the parts into this monstrous whole. 

The patchwork troll guards this clearing 
and the ruins within when it isn’t hunting 
through the mud-flat jungle. When it notices 
the activity near the ancient library, it moves 
in to destroy the intruders. In many ways, 
this monster is still fighting the Cleansing 
Wars. For this reason, it targets humans and 
wizards first, though it defends itself from 
other character races and types. 

Esturren, aware of the troll’s presence and 
sure Talid’s agents are following him, makes 
enough noise to get its attention. It arrives 
just as the PCs reach the ruins. The defiler 
hopes it can destroy the PCs or at least 
keep them busy while he finishes casting his 
spell. The spell takes 24 hours to cast, and 
Esturren is already 8 hours into the process. 
Now he leaves the PCs to the troll while he 
begins the next stage of casting. 


O 
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A terrible roar rumbles out of the jungle, 
and a great monster rushes toward you. 
It appears humanoid, standing 10’ tall, 
with hunched shoulders, sunken eyes, 
and a long, pointed nose. You also see 
that it has extra body parts jutting from 
its rubbery flesh: a head emerging from 
its back, extra arms and legs, and plenty 
of sharp, grasping claws. 


If the PCs defeat the patchwork troll, it 
regenerates in 1d10 days. The only way to 
destroy it completely is to kill it and burn all 
the pieces. If even one piece remains or is 
lost in the mud, the patchwork troll returns. 
By that time, however, the PCs can finish 
their mission and leave the Grave. 

The patchwork troll attacks before the 
PCs enter the library. As it battles the PCs, 
they can hear arcane words being spoken 
inside the ruins, and any wizards or clerics 
in the party can sense the gathering of dark 
magical energy all around them. The best 
bet is for some of the PCs to stay with the 
troll while the rest go inside to confront 
Esturren. 


If the PCs ignore the troll and enter the 
library, the troll follows them. Inside, it 
attacks everyone. Esturren takes advantage 
of the troll’s attacks on the party to strike 
when the PCs look away or are hit by the 
troll. Of course, if it gets a chance, the troll 
attacks Esturren as well. 

Patchwork Troll: INT average; AL 
CE; AC 18; MV 12; HD 10; hp 80; Attack 
+10; #AT 6; Dmg 1d4+4 x4 (arms)/1d12 x2 
(heads); SD regenerate; SZ L (10’ tall); ML 
16; MAC 15; XP 3,000. 


Conclusion 


The PCs must bring some evidence of 
Esturren’s death back to Talid, or they 
must return with the living defiler. If the 
PCs do either of these things, they earn 
the friendship of the Ravagers and are 
offered honorary membership of the raiding 
community. Talid also gives them 50 gp 
each and an enchanted bone long sword +2. 
The PCs must determine which member 
of the party can make the best use of the 
weapon. 
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If the PCs can’t prove that Esturren has 
been destroyed, Talid banishes them into 
the desert without any supplies save their 
own clothes and weapons. He continues to 
watch for and hunt for the defiler, though 
he'll never find him if Esturren was lost in 
the mud flat. In this case, if the PCs ever 
again encounter Talid or the Ravagers, it 
will be as enemies. 

If Esturren is allowed to complete the 
spell, the lush Troll Grave Chasm dies 
and the defiler becomes a full dragon of 
immense power. His first goal is to take 
control of the Bandit States. Then he sets 
his sights on the Tyr Region. 
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GUARDED 
WAGON 


BY TOM PRUSA 


This adventure is designed for the six 
pregenerated characters included at the end of 
the adventure. However, PCs from your own 
campaign also can be used; simply have them 
hired as guards by a caravan. 


Players’ Introduction 


You are among the highest paid caravan 
guards in the world. Your business, the 
Company of the Guarded Wagon, has 
made quite a name for itself. You have 
yet to lose a caravan, which is a record 
very few can match. 

Your current employer, Sadaloc 
Leatherkin, is a big burly merchant who 
tends to order you around. This doesn’t 
sit well with you, but he pays your fees 
without a complaint. He wants to meet 
you outside of town tonight. His caravan 
is forming there for its journey from Balic y Ait Ws 
to Gulg. The trip will be a long one, and sS 
through very nasty country. In other 
words, it will be just like all of your other 
jobs. 

You are currently sitting in the Black 
Kank Bar, waiting for the sun to move 
from straight overhead. The temperature 
is around 105, but it’s worse outside. The 
afternoon drags on, and finally the sun 
begins to set. As the temperature drops, 
activity returns to the streets. Knowing 
that it is near the appointed time, you set 
out for the gates of Balic. 

As you approach the gate, you see 
guards milling about and a man in fine 
silk robes giving orders to a group of 
crossbowmen. The archers run up the 
stairs and take positions on the ramparts 
while a pair of half-giants drag away two 
humans and a dwarf. The captive trio 
appears badly beaten and is likely headed 
to the slave pens. The excitement dies 
down a bit, and the templars and guards 
resume watchful positions. 
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Gate Guards 


The PCs start about 100 feet from the gates. 
There is quite a bit of traffic in this area, and 
there are a number of stables for kanks, inix, 
and mekillots. 

There are 20 crossbowmen on the walls, 
and the gates are manned by three half- 
giants and five templars. The templars are 
not going to let the PCs out of town without 
a good reason and a substantial bribe. The 
chief templar is named Lactar Smid. 


Lactar Smid: Int High; AL LE; AC 16; 
MV 12; HD 10 (Templar 10); hp 60; Attack 
+7; #AT 1; Dmg 1d6+1 (bone short sword 
+2); SA spells; SD spells; SZ M; ML 18; 
MAC 13; XP 2,000 (500 for bribing). 

Spells remaining: cure light wounds x2, 
cause light wounds, command, sanctuary, bold 
person x2, silence 15’ radius, spiritual hammer, 
dispel magic, cause paralysis, speak with dead, 
cure serious wounds, cause serious wounds, 
poison, flame strike, true seeing 


Lesser templars (4): Int High; AL 
LE; AC 14; MV 12; HD 4 (Templar 4); 
hp 22 each; Attack +2; #AT 1; Dmg 1d6- 
1 (obsidian short swords); SA spells; SD 
spells; SZ M, ML 14; MAC 12; XP 420. 

Spells remaining: cure light wounds, cause 
light wounds, command x2, detect magic, aid, 
silence 15’ radius, barkskin 


Half-giants (2): Int Average; AL LE 
(today); AC 16; MV 15; HD 5 (Fighter 5); 
hp 66, 98; Attack +8; #AT 1; Dmg 1d10+8 
(obsidian two-handed swords); SZ M; ML 
12; MAC 12; XP 420 


Crossbowmen (20): Int Average; AL 
LE; AC 12; MV 12; HD 3 (Fighter 3); hp 
20 each; Attack+4; #AT 1; Dmg 1d6+1 
(light crossbow bolts); SZ M; ML 10; MAC 
10; XP 175 


Lactar wants a bribe. He is willing to settle 
for 1 silver piece, but if the PCs ask him how 
much he wants, he demands a gold piece. If 
they fail to offer a bribe, he threatens them 
with prison or slavery, mentioning how the 
king needs new contestants for the arena. 
He is not really interested in arresting the 
PCs, just in getting a profit. 

If the PCs make threats, Lactar waves his 
templars and half-giants into position. At 
this point, it will require at least a gold piece 
bribe to get the PCs out of this predicament. 


If the PCs refuse to pay anything, Lactar 
orders the guards on the wall to aim their 
crossbows at the PCs, who he places under 
arrest. At this point, a bribe of more than a 
gold piece is necessary, or the PCs will be led 
off to the arena. If the PCs try to fight their 
way out of the gate, they must face the two 
half-giants, templars, and crossbowmen. 

Lactar retreats if there is combat, 
climbing up on the wall. From there he can 
cast flame strike, following it up with a hold 
person or two. The crossbowmen also fire at 
the PCs, but only for two rounds. 


Terrible Tembo 


Yesterday you made your way out of 
Balic and joined the caravan. It is a small 
caravan, with only one mekillot-drawn 
wagon, that is 20 feet high, 45 feet long, 
and covered with bone spurs and heavy 
wooden slabs. The caravan master and 
the three drivers ride inside while you 
walk. 

The first day’s travel was uneventful, 
and now you are resting during the worst 
heat of the day. Those of you on watch 
are sitting in the shade of the wagon, 
listening to the snores of the drivers 
and your other companions. The wind 
is blowing briskly, and small bits of sand 
sting your faces. This will be another 
long, hot day. 


The PCs are about to be attacked by a 
trio of tembo. Tembo are nasty creatures 
which attempt to sneak in close enough to 
leap on their unsuspecting victims. Since all 
of the drivers and the owner are sleeping 
under the wagon, only the PCs are obvious 
targets. 

Unless a character specifies where he 
or she is sleeping, the resting PCs are 
presumed to be under the wagon. It is the 
only place for shade. 


Tembo (3): Int High; AL CE; AC 16; MV 
15; HD 4; hp 19, 20, 21; Attack +4; #AT 5; 
Dmg 1d4/1d4/1d6/1d6/2d4; SA psionics, 
bite causes energy drain; SD psionics, 40% 
chance to dodge missiles; SZ M; ML 20; XP 
975; DSMC3/338 

Psionics (+5, PSPs 40, MAC 14): death 
field, displacement, life drain, shadowform. 


The tembo fight to the death and attempt 
to carry away any PCs or NPCs who are 
killed. 
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Dangerous Oasis 


After two more days of traveling, you 
have finally reached the first oasis on the 
trek. It is little more than a waterhole. 
The caravan master tells you he expects 
to be here for a full day; it will take that 
long to get enough water to fill all of the 
barrels. 

You have a day of rest, although you 
must continue to be watchful. The chance 
of an encounter at an oasis is much 
higher than anywhere else. After about 
four hours, just after dawn, a group of 
figures appears on the horizon. There are 
a little more than a dozen of them. Those 
on watch rouse the rest of the company, 
and you all watch them move closer to 
the oasis. As they get nearer you see that 
they are scrabs, lizard-like little men with 
pincers surrounding their mouths. You 
know scrabs have a real fondness for elf 
flesh. 

As they approach the oasis, they 

politely ask if they can have some water. 


Sadaloc, the caravan master, has no 
objection; he has traded with scrabs before. 
However, he had more guards with him 
then, so he warns the PCs to be on watch 
every second. Sadaloc is glad there are 
no elves among the drivers. The scrabs 
are cordial (for scrabs), Taking turns at 
the waterhole, asking the PCs about their 
weapons and armour, and getting into and 
under everything. 

The leader of the scrabs engages in an 
animated discussion with Sadaloc, who 
shakes his head. Then the leader of the 
scrabs approaches Jearalith and asks if the 
elf (he means Josie) is for sale. If the players 
are not using the pregenerated characters, 
the scrabs will select a PC at random. 

The scrab leader offers to pay two metal 
weapons and a pretty rock he found for the 
character, who will be used for food. If he is 
turned down, he raises his offer to two metal 
weapons and four pretty rocks. He shows 
Jearalith the rocks, which turn out to be 
diamonds worth 100 gp each — staggeringly 
valuable. If the scrab is turned down again, 
he makes veiled threats about uncooperative 
humans and what can happen to them. 

Eventually the leader gives up on the 
negotiations and motions for the rest of the 
scrabs to follow him away from the oasis. 
They depart. 


After another three hours, during the 
hottest part of the day, the scrabs appear 
again. They have used their chameleon 
power to blend in with the sand and have 
approached to within 30 yards of the 
caravan. They attack, and the PCs suffer a 
-4 penalty to their surprise roll. 


Scrabs (12): Int Average; AL CE; AC 
16; MV 18, Br 6; HD 5; hp 18 each; Attack 
+8; #AT 2; Dmg 1d4+3/1d4+3 plus grip; SA 
psionics; SD psionics; SZ M; ML 13; XP 
650; DSMC3/288 

Psionics (+5, PSPs 61, MAC 13): animal 
affinity, biofeedback, chameleon power, conceal 
thoughts, enhanced strength, inflict pain, mind 
blank, mind over body, mind thrust, mindlink, 
psychic crush, thought shield. 


In melee, the scrabs have a chance of 
gripping a limb with their pincers. With 
a successful CMB check, the scrab has 
grasped a limb. This means that it, does 
damage automatically with the grasping 
claw, and has a +4 chance to hit with the 
other pincer. A CMB check is required 
to break free, and that is the only action 
allowed for the round. 


Scrab leaders (3): Int High; AL CE; 
AC 16; MV 18, Br 6; HD 7; hp 33, 28, 24; 
Attack +10; #AT 2; Dmg 1d4+3/1d4+3 plus 
grip; SA psionics; SD psionics, spells; SZ M; 
ML 13; XP 1,400 each 

Psionics (+9, PSPs 80, MAC 17): animal 
affinity, biofeedback, chameleon power, conceal 
thoughts, enhanced strength, inflict pain, mind 
blank, mind over body, mind thrust, mindlink, 
psychic crush, thought shield. 

Spells: 1st—burning pincers x2, chill touch, 
magic missile x2, protection from good; 2nd— 
invisibility, scare x2, detect psionics; 3rd— 
bold person x2, non-detection; 4th—psionic 
dampener. 


The scrabs have a devious battle plan. All 
of the scrabs have used enhanced strength, 
and now have an effective Strength of 18 
(+3 to hit and damage). 

In the first round, eight scrabs close, one 
on each PC except Josie, who gets three 
attackers. The other four normal scrabs 
attempt to use inflict pain on the PCs. Their 
targets can be chosen at random. The three 
leaders begin their spell assault: one casts 
detect psionics, and the other two cast magic 
missiles at Sud and Maradoc. 


P 
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In round two, the scrabs continue 
to melee. If any of the remaining four 
successfully used inflict pain last round, 
they close and attempt to touch the affected 
PC. The victim must make a saving throw 
vs. paralysation or suffer a -4 penalty on all 
attacks and be unable to cast spells. Any 
scrabs that failed their power checks last 
round will try again. 

If a leader successfully detected psionics, 
he casts psionic dampener. If the targeted 
PC fails the saving throw, he or she cannot 
use psionic abilities. The remaining two 
scrab leaders cast hold person spells at Josie 
if she is still fighting; otherwise their spells 
will be directed wherever they will be most 
effective. 

The attack continues in round three. If 
Josie is unconscious or held, three scrabs 
pick her up and head for the desert. 
Otherwise, they continue to concentrate on 
her. 

If Sud or Maradoc have finished off 
their opponents by now, the leaders begin 
to concentrate on them. Any leader who 
still has a magic missile spell remaining uses 
that on Sud, the others move to close with 
Maradoc. 


In round four and beyond, the scrabs 
continue to try to get Josie as a prisoner. If 
they are successful, the scrabs attempt to 
break off melee and escape into the desert. 
If Josie is still fighting, the scrabs continue 
to try to use inflict pain. Any leader that 
still has his bold person spell uses it on Josie, 
and the other two use telepathic attacks on 
anyone who is hurting them (probably Sud 
or Maradoc). 

If the scrabs get away with Josie, the PCs 
are probably going to pursue. This will not 
be difficult, as most of the PCs are faster 
than the scrabs. 

During their flight, the scrabs will cure 
Josie with crude healing ointment. This will 
keep her at 1 hit point and will permanently 
lower her Charisma by one. The ordeal is 
traumatic enough to leave Josie with no 
spells in memory. 

If the PCs catch up to the scrabs, the 
creatures fight to the death for their food. 
However, the leader scrabs will flee to find 
prey another day. If it took the PCs more 
than four rounds to catch up with the 
scrabs, one of the leader scrabs is able to 
steal Josie’s magic sword before making his 
escape. 
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Metal Merchant 


Sadaloc is very impressed by your 
resistance to the scrab attack. He orders 
his drivers to collect the shells from the 
dead scrabs, as they make good armour. 
You end up with half of the shells, which 
are worth one silver piece each. 

As you finish cleaning up after the 
battle, another figure materialises on the 
horizon. This one is riding a kank, which 
leads another kank. The second kank is 
loaded down with bundles and bags. 

Behind them rides a half-giant 
mounted on an inix. As the figures get 
closer you see that the lead rider is a half- 
elf. He waves at you as he approaches the 
oasis. 


When the half-elf nears, the PCs can 
see he is richly dressed. His half-giant 
bodyguard is obviously wary and alert. The 
half-elf is Chlopeck Divot a merchant and 
his bodyguard is Fuddle. They are on their 
way to Balic from Gulg. The merchant is 
a dealer in metal and as such is carrying 
very valuable cargo. No metal can be seen 
on the spare kank, although the half-giant 
is carrying two metal long swords, and the 
merchant has two metal daggers on him. 
There are several water barrels strapped to 
the inix and Fuddle’s saddle. 


“Well, well. A guarded wagon, it seems. 
And it looks as though you've had some 
trouble recently. Something fatal to a 
templar, I hope? 


Sadaloc lets the PCs deal with the half- 
elf; he doesn’t want anyone too near his 
wagon, 

The half-elf merchant is eager for news, 
wanting to know what kind of bribes he'll 
have to pay to get into Balic, can he share 
the water at the oasis,x have the PCs seen 
any elves around, etc. He knows there have 
been reports of elven raiders near Gulg, but 
he and Fuddle didn’t have any trouble. Of 
course, with Fuddle along, trouble doesn’t 
usually come looking for him. 

The merchant also reports that the next 
oasis, some three days ahead on the trail, 
was dry when he and Fuddle passed it. They 
are nearing the end of their water supply 
and were very glad to see this oasis. If they 
have to, they'll wait until tomorrow to fill up 
their barrels, they have enough water to last 
that long. 


After chatting with the PCs for a while, 
Chlopeck gets down to business. He is a 
trader, and he smells an opportunity for a 
hefty profit. He has metal weapons for sale, 
and all be wants is a fair price. His prices are 
listed below: 


10 metal-tipped arrows: 2 silver each 
One long sword: 10 gold 

Two daggers: 2 gold each 

One knife: 1 gold 

Two battle axes: 7 gold 

One two-handed sword: 12 gold 
One short sword: 10 gold 


Chlopeck is not aware that one of the 
battle axes is magical (+2) and the single 
short sword is also enchanted, specifically 
+1, +2 vs. magic using creatures. 

Obviously, the PCs are not going to walk 
away loaded down with metal weapons, as 
they do not have enough money to purchase 
them all. 

Chlopeck will not haggle. However he 
will consider trading for permanent magic. 
For example, Greckle’s only possessions 
that would get him a battle axe are his ring 
of regeneration or magic dagger. Take note if 
Greckle spends his caravan funds. Acquiring 
metal weapons is not part of his focus. 

If the PCs decide to fight to get the 
weapons, Fuddle defends the goods, 
while Chlopeck disappears. Chlopeck 
will reappear, just after he drives both his 
daggers into a character's back. He will 
also try to soften any weapon doing serious 
damage to Fuddle. The PCs may be able to 
get all of the metal weapons this way, but 
they likely will have a few fatalities to show 
for it. 

Chlopeck: Int High; AL N; AC 16; MV 
12; HD 7 (Thief 7); hp 34; Attack +5/+3; 
#AT 2; Dmg 1d4+2/1d4+2 (steel daggers); 
SA backstab for 3x damage; SD ring of 
invisibility; SZ M; ML 12; XP 1,400 (250 for 
getting news of Gulg and 250 for buying a 
weapon instead of fighting). 

Psionics (+2, PSPs 10, MAC 13): soften. 


Chlopeck uses his wild talent on enemy 
weapons. On a successful power check, 
non-magical weapons suffer a -1 to hit and 
damage per round of softening. After 10 
rounds, the affected weapon is rubbery and 
useless. Magic weapons get their owner's 
save vs. spells (or vs. crushing blow if 
unattended) to avoid the effect. 
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Fuddle: Int Average; AL CN (today); 
AC 16; MV 15; HD 10 (Fighter 10); hp 
228; Attack +11 (off-hand +9); #AT 3/2 +1; 
Dmg 1d8+11/1d8+11; SZ L; ML 12; XP 
2,000 

Psionics (+1, PSPs 30, MAC 11): mind 
bar. 

Fuddle is a long sword specialist. He 
uses a long sword in each band, and has 
almost maximum hit points for his level, 
race, and Constitution. He is fiercely loyal 
to Chlopeck and is trying to become a 
merchant. 

A successful power check with his wild 
talent makes him 75% magic resistant to 
enchantment/charm magics, and immune 
to domination/possession. He is also 
immune to telepathic psionic powers unless 
his attacker prevails in a psychic contest. 


Wanting A Wheel 


Yesterday you left the oasis, looking 
forward to making up some time. Now 
you are delayed again. An axle and 
wheel on the wagon broke this morning. 
Greckle and Sadaloc have been looking 
it over. Greckle is sure he can fashion 
another wheel, but you need some wood. 
There are dead trees near some ruins 
about half a mile away, but the ruins are 
across an estuary of the Sea of Silt. This 
could be a problem. 


Sadaloc is not going to risk himself or his 
drivers trying to cross the silt. It is up to the 
PCs to get the wood. If they want to leave 
someone behind to watch the wagon, that 
is up to them. 

The PCs have a challenge in front of 
them. They must cross 200 yards of silt. Silt 
is extremely grainy, and someone who goes 
under is at immediate risk of drowning. The 
PCs have a magic item that allows them to 
walk on the silt (Larin’ti’s ring of silt walking), 
and Josie has a psionic talent that lets her 
walk on most surfaces, including silt. Sud 
can wade through the silt; it is only about 10 
feet deep. Of course if he loses his footing, 
he’s in big trouble. 

If Josie uses body equilibrium, she must 
make a power check and three Dexterity 
checks. The power check is to get her power 
going, the Dexterity checks are to keep her 
on course. If she fails her power check she 
knows she can’t go, if she fails a Dexterity 
check a slight wind has blown her off course. 
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UNDER THE RUINS OF NARWAL 


Each failed Dexterity check means she 
must spend a round getting back on course. 
Her wild talent has a duration of seven 
rounds, and she can extend it for three 
rounds. With MV 12, it would normally take 
her two rounds to cross 200 yards of silt. 

Sud and Larin’ti can also carry people 
across. Other options can work, based on 
the players’ ingenuity. 


The Ruins of Narwal 


Having negotiated the silt, you stand 
before a ruined building. There are 
several small dead trees in the area, but 
none big enough to provide the kind of 
wood you need for a wheel. One of them 
might make a decent axle if it is cut and 
shaved smooth. The building's walls are 
still standing, but the doors and windows 
are all gone. It looks like the roof has 
caved in as well. From your position, you 
can see three window frames and a door 
frame. The door is blocked with rubble 
and broken stone. The windows are 
small, too small for Sud to enter. In fact, 
Maradoc and Larin’ti would have quite a 
time squeezing through them. 


Greckle must give directions on making 
the axle and help measure it. Anyone else 
who tries must make a Wisdom check at 
half value or a carpentry or engineering 
non-weapon proficiency check. Failure 
means the axle is too thick or too thin. If it 
is too thick, Greckle can save it. If it is too 
thin, the party must start over. There is only 
one more tree that could serve as an axle. 

Nothing in sight looks like it would make 
a good wagon wheel. The PCs must enter 
the ruins and try to find wood or something 
that can serve as a wagon wheel. The PCs 
can climb in through the window frame or 
attempt to clear the rubble away from the 
doorway. The window frame does not pose 
any dangers, however Sud cannot make it 
through, and Maradoc and Larin’ti must 
make successful Dexterity checks to enter. 

It will take two rounds to clear the 
doorway. While they are clearing it, the 
door frame collapses, causing 2d6 points 
of damage to whoever is doing the work. 
Checking the structure or strength of the 
doorway allows a Wisdom check to see 
where it needs to be braced. A slab of stone 
lying nearby will make an adequate brace. 


Inside the building, the PCs can poke 
around for a while. It takes four turns of 
searching before they find a set of stairs 
leading down. 

The stairway is trapped and activates 
when the first PC sets foot on the steps. The 
stairs go flat like a sliding board, propelling 
that PC down into a pit. At the same time, 
all of the doors and windows in the building 
above are supposed to slam shut. Since 
there are no doors or windows, the walls 
collapse. 

The PC who slides downstairs suffers 
3d6 points of damage (Dexterity check for 
half damage), and lands in a small pile of 
dried out crystals which are the remnants 
of an acid pit. The crystals are now inert 
and deal no damage to anyone landing in 
them. Everyone upstairs and inside the 
walls suffers 5d6 points of damage (save vs. 
breath weapon for half damage). 

A find traps spell or Josie’s find traps skill 
could locate the trap on the stairs but Josie 
cannot detect the large mechanical trap that 
triggers the collapsing walls on the upper 
level. Detect magic reveals nothing, since the 
trap is mechanical. 
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Ancient Statues 


Having reached the lower level of the 
ruins, you look around. You are in a long 
hallway lined with statues. The statues 
are dust covered, and it’s hard to make 
out what they are supposed to look like in 
this dismal light. You can only see the first 
half dozen or so. The hallway stretches 
on, with more shadowy figures lining the 
walls. There is nothing in the immediate 
area that can be used for a wagon wheel. 


Pause to let the PCs come up with a 
light source and make up a marching order. 
When they move on, the trap begins to take 
effect. There are 24 statues, all of ancient 
fighters, heroes, and sailors. The first pair 
of statues radiates faint magic. The third 
pair, sixth pair, and 12th pair (final pair) 
also radiate magic. If the PCs detect magic, 
they learn that the first pair and sixth pair 
radiate alteration magic. The third pair and 
the 12th pair radiate enchantment/charm 
and evocation magic respectively. 

At the end of the hallway is a door which 
hangs on one hinge. The last pair of statues 
stands on either side. As the first person 
passes the sixth pair of statues, a magical 
trap is set off: 

e The first pair of statues glow, and a wall 
of force springs up between them. 

The third pair of statues begins to move. 
One arm of each statue reaches out and 
tries to grab any nearby PCs, holding 
them up in the path of the oncoming 
magical assault. The statues grab with an 
attack bonus of +4 and, once they grasp 
a PC, a successful bend bars/lift gates 
roll is required to break free. 

The sixth pair of statues speak, via a 
magic mouth. 


“You must discover the key or lie here 
forever. The key is only a short...” (Leave 
off speaking as though the message was 
interrupted.) 


e The 12th pair of statues emit lightning 
bolts, which travel three feet above the 
ground for the length of the passage. 
The lightning bolts cause 8d6 points 
of damage. Anyone in the hallway 
must make a surprise roll and a saving 
throw vs. spells. Characters who are 
not surprised can save vs. spells for no 
damage (they jump out of the way) and 
do not take damage from the bolts. 


A failed saving throw means they suffer 
one-half damage. Surprised PCs take full 
damage, save vs. spell at -2 for half. PCs 
in a statue’s grasp are considered surprised 
and cannot apply Dexterity bonuses to their 
saving throw. 

After the first round, any PCs who state 
they are lying on the floor need not make 
saving throws. The lightning bolts are emitted 
each round, until the key is found. 

The key to the trap is the magic mouth 
message. The key is a short-circuit. The 12th 
pair of statues are covered by a thin sheet 
of copper, which is currently covered with 
dust. If someone brushes away the dust, and 
grounds the statues (using a metal item), 
the lightning bolts are harmlessly grounded, 
and the wall of force comes down. If only one 
of the statues is grounded, it stops one set 
of lightning bolts and deactivates half of the 
wall of force. 

If the PCs cannot figure out the key, they 
might opt for violence. If either of the 12th 
pair of statues is hit (AC 16) for 23 points 
of damage, it will be destroyed and the 
lightning bolts will stop. PCs cannot attack 
the statues while lying on the ground; there 
isn't enough leverage. 

The doorway at the end of the hall is three 
feet wide and six feet tall. Inside is a square 
room, with an old wooden table and three 
ramshackle chairs. The table is not perfect 
for a wagon wheel, but with a little effort, 
it can be made to work. Of course, the PCs 
must figure out how to get the table top 
through the hallway, and back across the silt 
to repair the wagon. 


Elves On The Warpath 


Having fixed the wagon wheel, you 
have been on the road again for three 
uneventful days. You have seen almost 
no signs of life, except for an occasional 
flying creature, far off in the distance. 
Yesterday Sadaloc claimed he saw an 
elf running parallel to the trail, but you 
haven't seen any sign of elves today. 
In only two days you will be in Gulg, 
collecting for another successful mission. 

Your thoughts wander until you spot 
the drivers pulling the wagon to a stop. 
They begin fastening all of the openings 
on the wagon. “Elves, ho!” they shout. In 
the distance you see a line of dust. Elven 
raiders! 
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Elves (40): Int High; AL N; AC 16; MV 
18+; HD 3 (Fighter 3); hp 15 each; Attack 
+3 or +2; #AT 2 or 1; Dmg 1d6-2/1d6-2 
(obsidian tipped arrows) or 1d6 (bone short 
swords); SD psionics; SZ M; ML 13; XP 
420 each. 

Psionics (+1, PSPs 6, MAC 12): levitation. 


Elf subchiefs (3): Int High; AL N; AC 
18; MV 18+; HD 5 (Fighter 5); hp 28 each; 
Attack +8 or +5; #AT 2 or l; Dmg 1d6/1d6 
(metal-tipped arrows) or 1d6+1 (bone short 
swords); SA psionics; SD psionics; SZ M; 
ML 13; XP 975 each 

Psionics (+2, PSPs 
levitation, life draining. 


16, MAC 13): 


Elf chieftain (1): Int Exceptional; AL N; 
AC 20; MV 18+; HD 7 (Fighter 7/Wizard 
5); hp 34; Attack +8 or +7; #AT 2 or 3/2; 
Dmg 1d6/1d6 (metal-tipped arrows) or 
1d8+3 (wood long sword + 3); SA psionics, 
spells; SD spells; SZ M; ML 13; XP 3,000 

Psionics (+3): detect life; PSPs 2, MAC 
14 

Spells: 1st—chill touch, magic missile x2, 
charm person, shield, spook; 2nd—detect 
invisibility, detect psionics, invisibility, Melf’s 
acid arrow x2; 3rd—lightning bolt x2, Melfs 
minute meteors; 4th— fire shield, minor globe 
of invulnerability. 


The elves have a simple plan. They 
are going to kill everyone on the caravan 
and take all of the goods and water for 
themselves. They are not evil; this is just 
how they survive. If the PCs are willing to 
give up everything they own, and the wagon, 
too, the elves will let them go. 

During the first two combat rounds the 
elves close on the caravan, moving from 
about half a mile away to about 70 yards 
away. The PCs have this much time to 
prepare. The elves surround the wagon, at 
a distance of 70 yards, and begin to shower 
arrows on the wagon, and on the PCs and 
NPCs. 

Any PCs who are located on top of the 
wagon can take partial cover (+4 AC bonus), 
since the wooden slabs of the wagon extend 
up above the top of the wagon for about 
three feet. 

Each elf can shoot two arrows a round. 
The elves keep moving and do not bunch 
together. The elves want to locate any 
spellcasters and concentrate the arrow fire 
on them. 
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The subchiefs aim at anyone on top of 
the wagon, while the chieftain casts detect 
psionics and detect invisibility. As soon as he 
can identify a spellcaster, the chieftain casts 
magic missile and Melf’s acid arrow at that 
target. If the chieftain comes under fire, 
he casts his minor globe of invulnerability on 
the following round and follows this with 
invisibility. 

When the PC mages are down, the elves 
will rush the wagon. The subchiefs melee 
the most dangerous PCs, using life draining 
as often as possible. The chieftain casts a 
charm person on one of the humans, or the 
half-elf. If the charm is successful, he tells 
the affected PC to drop everything and flee 
for his life. Next, the chieftain closes with 
his magical wooden sword, probably on 
the gladiator. He saves his spook spell for 
an emergency, and his Melf’s minute meteors 
will be used to smoke out those inside of 
the wagon. 

If more than 20 fighter elves are killed, or 
more than 15 and the subchiefs are killed, 
the remainder attempt to escape. 

After dealing with the elves, the PCs can 
finish their trip to Gulg and collect their 


payment. 


Pregenerated Characters 


Maradoc Wilmot 
8th-Level Male Mul Gladiator 


STR: 20 
INT: 12 
WIS: 11 
DEX: 16 
CON: 21 
CHA: 10 


AC Normal: 14 

AC Rear: 12 

Hit Points: 104 

Alignment: Neutral 

Languages: Common, Dwarvish, Elvish 
Attack Bonus: +6 

Move: 12 


Age: 30 

Height: 6’ 4” 

Weight: 245 lbs. 
Hair/Eyes: None/Green 


Weapon Proficiencies: All, specialised in: 
short sword, hand axe, bastard sword, short 
bow, flail. 

Fighting Styles: Darkness Combatant, 
Retain Abilities. 


Non-weapon  Proficiencies: Animal 
handling, craft (mining), healing, taunting. 
Water Requirement: 1 gallon a day (% 
gallon if in the shade). 

Rest Requirement: Must sleep after every 
45 hours of hard exertion, normal activities 
(including walking) require sleep every 
three weeks. 

Magic Items: Wooden bastard sword +2, 
leather bracers of fire resistance, potion of 
healing (apple). 

Equipment: Leather armour, two wooden 
hand axes, two bone daggers, belt pouch, 
one-gallon water bottle (full), 17 cp . 
Special Gladiator Abilities: Armour 
optimisation (+1 AC bonus), proficient in all 
weapons, multiple weapon specialisations. 
Psionics (+0, PSPs 6, MAC 10): flesh 


armour. 


My face is a map of my past. Scars adorn 
almost every part of my body. The scars 
and the fact that I never did worry about 
washing helped to give me a fearsome look 
in the arena. 

I was the best that there ever was, 
undefeated in the arena. Then again, most 
gladiators who aren’t undefeated aren’t still 
alive. Even in the fiercely competitive world 
of the arena, I stood out. I was ruthless, 
fierce, and fair. Fair in that anyone who ever 
raised a blade against me is now dead. I 
don’t believe in mercy; someone who wants 
mercy had better be sure to show me mercy 
first. 

I have what some call a cynical view of 
the world, but I think it’s practical. And 
anyone who doesn’t like it can meet me to 
discuss the matter on the field of battle, or 
preferably, in the arena. 

Only one person ever helped me. 
Arsineus, a powerful preserver, once bet 
a whole bunch of magic items on me. He 
claimed I could beat three nasty monsters 
at the same time. He was right, although 
I came away from that fight with a few 
more scars for my collection. After I won, 
Arsineus bought me (he had to pay ten gold 
pieces), and gave me my freedom. He died 
shortly afterward, but I have continued to 
travel with his apprentices. 

I have formed my own caravan guarding 
team with them. I have to admit that it’s hot, 
dusty, thirsty work, fraught with death and 
mayhem every step of the way. But that’s 
what I am used to. Ah! Even more than the 
arena, I love this life. 


The others in the Company of the 
Guarded Wagon are: 

Sud: A half-giant, few can beat him for 
sheer strength or stamina. He can take 
blows that would fell anyone other than me. 
But he is not very smart, and he tends to 
imitate those around him. No matter who 
it is. He even spent a week trying to be a 
dwarf. 

Josie Mendicant: A preserver mage. 
I didn’t always trust magic, but that was 
before Arsineus. Now I know some mages 
can use magic without hurting the land as 
the sorcerer-kings do. Josie is a half-elf, 
which means she’s sneaky. But she does her 
work, and she never risks using her magic 
when it might cause trouble. A fine friend. 

Jearalith Rednap: Another preserver. 
I have always liked Jearalith. He just has 
a way about him. He was Arsineus’ chief 
apprentice, and when Arsineus died Jearalith 
took over for him. He has said that he has 
other missions besides guarding caravans, 
but he’s never said just what. It’s amazing, 
we can meet a hostile enemy force, and all 
of a sudden the leader is laughing it up with 
Jearalith like they were long-lost brothers. 
What charisma. 

Greckle of the Mountain: Greckle is 
a dwarven priest of earth and a real strait- 
laced type. He is extremely conscientious 
about the caravans we guard. He has sat up 
many a night, keeping watch with me. It’s 
okay for me, I only need to sleep every few 
days. But he’s only a dwarf. I have to admire 
his steadfastness. 

Varin’ti: A thri-kreen ranger. Lari, as I 
call her, is a very knowledgeable bug. She 
knows so much about the wilderness. She 
is always hunting, and frequently shares her 
bounty with the rest of us. She never sleeps, 
so on the rare occasions when I do, there 
still is someone trustworthy on watch. 


Sud 
8th-Level Male Half-giant Fighter 


STR: 22 
INT: 10 
WIS: 10 
DEX: 12 
CON: 19 
CHA: 10 


AC Normal: 14 
AC Rear: 14 
Hit Points: 132 
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Alignment: Good (other half can change 
every morning) 

Languages: Common, Dwarvish, Halfling 
Attack Bonus: +6 

Move: 15 


Age: 25 

Height: 10’ 5” 

Weight: 1,544 lbs. 
Hair/Eyes: Brown/Blue 


Weapon Proficiencies: All, great club 
(specialised), mace (expertise), long sword 
(expertise) 

Fighting Styles: Mighty Knockdown, 
Mighty Smash, Perfect Parry, Perfect Strike, 
Powerful Blow, Swift Strike (two-handed) 
Non-weapon Proficiencies: Endurance, 
heat protection, water find 

Water Requirement: 4 gallons a day (2 
gallons if in the shade) 

Rest Requirement: Normal 

Magic Items: Wooden great club +3, leather 
vest of protection +1 

Equipment: Hide armour, two-handed 
wooden mace, obsidian long sword, belt 
pouch, 8-gallon waterskin (full), large 
leather shield, 5 cp, 3 bits 

Special Abilities: Flexible alignment 
Psionics (+0, PSPs 18, MAC 10): complete 
bealing. 


I am a big person with a friendly smile. I 
have vivid red scar on the left side of my face 
-that gaj had sharp claws. Some people call 
me wishy-washy, but I just like to try new 
things. One day I'll feel like being a cleric, 
then I might try my hand at magic. Most 
of the time I imitate Maradoc, because 
he’s the best fighter I ever saw. But if I get, 
bored I'll try to be sneaky like Josie, or a be 
hunter like Larry. I get bored easily. 

I once worked in Tyr. It was easy work: 
bashing heads, keeping the gladiators in 
line, and scaring the peasants. But I found 
I didn’t like scaring peasants, and the 
gladiators didn’t look like they were having 
a good time. Besides, I was getting really 
bored. I eventually decided to take off on 
my own. 

Some templars tried to stop me, so I 
bashed their heads in — that was something 
different. 

I travelled a bit and met Greckle. He 
didn’t like me at first, and doesn’t like me 
much now. But I helped him out in a battle 
with a few dozen templars and guards, and 
now he lets me follow him around. 


He joined some mages and a gladiator, 
and we have formed our own company to 
guard caravans. Caravans are neat, they 
carry lots of stuff, travel to new places, and 
always have enough water. Well, almost 
always. 

Maradoc, the gladiator, says my size 
makes an imposing threat to scare away 
any bad guys who might want to hurt the 
caravan. That sounds good, but we still 
seem to fight every trip. Maybe I need to 
practice being imposing. 

The others in the Company of the 
Guarded Wagon include: 

Jearalith Rednap: Jearalith is the 
smartest man in the world. I know that 
because he told me so. He can do magic, 
but he doesn’t like me to talk about it. He 
says that it would get him in trouble. I try to 
do magic, and it never gets me in trouble. Of 
course, it never works, either. I like Jearalith 
a whole lot. I don’t talk about his magic in 
front of anyone who's not in the company. 
It’s fun to imitate him, because he’s likeable 
and a good talker. 

Josie Mendicant: A real pretty elf, or 
human, or something. Like me, she can’t 
seem to decide what she wants to be. One 
minute she’s imitating a human, and the 
next minute she’s running like an elf. She 
sometimes casts nasty magic spells, and 
then turns around and hides in the shadows. 
I wish I could imitate people as well as she 
can. 

Greckle of the Mountain: This straight- 
laced dwarf is a perfect person to imitate. 
He never changes, so once I get it down I 
can always be like him. He can make a wall 
of stone appear from nowhere. I'm going to 
learn to do that. 

Varin’ti: Larry is a nifty golden bug. 
She knows a lot about the wilderness. I’ve 
tried to get her to teach me everything she 
knows about the wilderness, but she doesn’t 
have the patience for it. She never seems to 
sleep. I have tried to imitate that part of her. 
The trouble is, after two or three nights of 
watching her, I drift off to sleep. 

Maradoc Wilmot: This mul is such a 
good fighter it almost scares me. He’s my 
favourite person to imitate. I can drive him 
crazy by echoing everything he says. I don’t 
do it to bother him, just to learn how to be 
like him. Once I've learned all he knows, 
I might just go be king of the gladiators 
myself. 
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Jearalith Rednap 
9th-Level Male Human Preserver 


STR: 10 
INT: 19 
WIS: 12 
DEX: 17 
CON: 16 
CHA: 16 


AC Normal: 14 

AC Rear: 12 

Hit Points: 41 
Alignment: Neutral Good 
Languages: Common, Elvish, Halfling, 
Thri-kreen 

Attack Bonus: +2 

Move: 12 

Age: 43 

Height: 6’ 2” 

Weight: 171 lbs. 
Hair/Eyes: Black/green 


Weapon Proficiencies: Dagger, sling. 


Non-weapon Proficiencies: Alchemy, 
heat protection, herbalism, knowledge 
(agriculture, arcanology, cosmology, 


engineering), literacy, spell concealment, 
spellcraft, water find. 

Water Requirement: 1 gallon a day (1⁄2 
gallon if in the shade). 

Rest Requirement: Normal. 

Magic Items: cloak of Protection +2, bone 
dagger +1, belt pouch of bolding (1,500 Ibs., 
250 cu. ft. capacity; this item and anything 
carried in it is invisible), wand of magic 
missiles (10 charges), scroll (bold person, 
feeblemind, sleep, and knock scribed at 10th 
level) 

Spells/day: 7/5/5/3/1 

Equipment: Spell scrolls, 2-gallon waterskin 
(full), pint flask of strong brandy, 3 torches, 
fire building kit, 2 weeks’ iron rations, pen 
and ink, 2 sheets of blank parchment, erdlu 
egg, 5 gp, 7 sp, 3 cp, 5 bits. 

Spell scrolls: = 1st—charm person, 
comprebend languages, detect magic, read 
magic, shocking grasp, sleep, Tenser’s floating 
disc, ventriloquism; 2nd—blindness, detect 
evil, detect psionics, Melf’s acid arrow, ray of 
enfeeblement, strength; 3rd—dispel magic, 
flame arrow, haste, hold person, suggestion; 
4th—charm monster, enchanted weapon, 
psionic dampener, polymorph other; 5th—cone 
of cold, feeblemind, hold monster 
Psionics (+4, PSPs 6, 
biofeedback. 


MAC 10): 
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I am a dignified, suave man of the world. 
I try to look like someone who is used to 
being in charge. My carefully cultivated air 
of command helps me deal with people. 

My old master, Arsineus, taught me 
that there is only one path to the true Art. 
Anyone who does not practice magic in this 
way is a defiler, and an enemy. This view 
made Arsineus very unpopular with the 
local templars, and he spent most of his life 
in hiding. He was a father to me. I grew up 
in the streets of Tyr as a beggar, but Arsineus 
gave me pride and knowledge. 

Because good wizards are persecuted, We 
have formed alliances to share safety and 
knowledge. Each alliance is a strict one, and 
anyone who betrays it will be hunted down 
and killed. I am very careful not to reveal 
my Alliance connections in the cities I visit. 
I generally go to the elven market, and look 
for elves selling herbs. I merely ask them if 
they have some mandrake root. If they do, 
I buy the root. Most of the time they laugh, 
but if they ask if a pinch of sand mother 
ichor would do, it means that they are my 
contacts to the Veiled Alliance in the city. 

I can pass messages to many cities along 
the caravan routes. This is the chief reason 
I helped start this company. We call it the 
Company of the Guarded Wagon. The 
group includes: 

Sud: This half-giant has a good heart. 
His head is a bit empty, and he frequently 
tries to imitate my spellcasting motions. | 
caution him not to do it if others can see. 

Greckle of the Mountain: A dwarven 
priest of the earth. He can summon a wall 
of stone in almost no time at all. Pretty 
impressive. 

Josie Mendicant: This half-elf is also a 
servant of the Alliance. Being a half-elf, she 
has an inferiority complex as big as Sud. I 
have to watch her, especially around elves. 
Other than that, she’s someone I could get 
interested in, 

Maradoc Wilmot: A gladiator, and the 
backbone of our company. When I first met 
him, I charmed him. This might have had 
bad consequences, but I really like the guy 
and he seems to like me, too. The charm 
should have worn off years ago, so it must 
be true friendship. 

Varin’ti: This mantis warrior is a 
wilderness expert. She rounds out the 
company. Her hunting and survival skills 
have helped out many a time. She's also no 
slouch in combat. 


Greckle of the Mountain 
8th-Level Male Dwarven Priest of Earth 


STR: 13 
INT: 12 
WIS: 19 
DEX: 14 
CON: 16 
CHA: 10 


AC Normal: 14 

AC Rear: 13 

Hit Points: 47 

Alignment: Lawful Neutral 
Languages: Common, Dwarvish 
Attack Bonus: +4 

Move: 9 


Age: 94 

Height: 5’ 3” 

Weight: 207 lbs. 
Hair/Eyes: Brown/Black 


Weapon Proficiencies: Battle axe, dagger, 
lasso, mace. 

Non-weapon  Proficiencies: Animal 
lore, appraising, charioteering, knowledge 
(engineering), survival (mountains). 

Water Requirement: 1 gallon a day (% 
gallon if in the shade). 

Rest Requirement: Normal. 

Magic Items: Steel dagger +2, two potions 
of healing (mangoes), wooden ring of 
regeneration, scroll (raise dead, cure light 
wounds, bold person, and barkskin scribed at 
12th level), scroll (flame strike, create water, 
cause serious wounds, and light scribed at 
12th level). 

Spells/day: 6/5/4/3 

Equipment: Mekillot hide armour, obsidian 
battle axe, brown cloak, dirt-stained clothes, 
belt pouch, half-gallon water bottle (full), 
25-foot silk lasso, wooden dagger, four bits, 
savings for focus (12 gp, 5 sp, 10 cp). 
Special Dwarf Abilities: 60-foot 
infravision, +4 to saves against magic or 
poison, +1 bonus to saving throws and +2 
bonus to ability and proficiency checks 
related to focus (personally owning a 
caravan company). 

Psionics (+0, PSPs 2, MAC 14): catfall. 
Greckle can use any weapon made of metal, 
stone, or wood, can ignore the presence of 
earth for eight rounds/day, can gate two cubic 
feet of earth (range 50’) once/day, has the 
minor powers of eliminate tracks, encasement, 
and meld into stone, and can turn undead. He 
has major access to the Sphere of Earth and 
minor access to the Sphere of Cosmos. 


I decided years ago that I wanted to run 
my own caravan company. This is my focus, 
and I’m going to make it happen. It’s taken 
25 years, but I have almost half the money 
I need saved up. I am currently with a 
company that guards caravans. It makes 
sense, I'll need to know how to protect my 
own company. I make safely delivering each 
caravan to its destination a minor focus. 

Dwarves must have a focus to exist. 
Dwarves who break their focus are doomed 
to spending eternity as banshees, wailing 
over the sands. That'll never happen to me. 

I am interested in anything that can help 
me make a successful caravan company. 
I need to know about the animals, the 
terrain, the trade routes, the monsters, 
everything. I'm getting a good look at the 
monsters, most of them face-to-face. The 
worst are those elven bandits, they're so 
fast. But none has ever taken a caravan from 
us, and none ever will. I still need to learn 
how to make and mend harnesses, how to 
survive in the desert, and how to deal with 
the merchant houses. I already know how 
to drive wagons, how to make wagons, how 
to appraise goods, and how to defend the 
caravan. It’s all coming into focus, to use a 
dwarven expression. 

The rest of the company includes: 

Sud: My big, dumb half-giant buddy. 
Every time I create a wall of stone, he 
tries to. He can never understand why he 
can't do it. I've tried to tell him, but he just 
doesn’t understand. If I made educating 
him my focus, I’d end up a banshee for sure. 

Maradoc Wilmot: A mul gladiator. He is 
half dwarven, that’s in his favour. Of course 
he’s also half human, but nobody’s perfect. 
He is an incredible fighter and has single- 
handedly slain some terrible monsters. He’s 
a trusted friend, although he’s entirely too 
quick to draw a weapon. 

Jearalith Rednap: A preserver mage 
who can use magic without ripping the life 
from the land. He’s very likeable. The way 
he convinced me that magic could help me 
reach my focus was amazing. 

Varin’ti: A thri-kreen ranger. I listen 
when she talks about how to survive in the 
wilderness, but I get bored real fast when 
she talks about past hunts. Unfortunately, 
past hunts are her favourite subject. 

Josie Mendicant: A preserver mage and 
a thief. I know I have to watch this one; she 
might steal from a caravan. I haven't caught 
her doing it yet, but if I do, she’s history. 
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Larin'ti 
7th-Level Female Thri-kreen Ranger 


STR: 16 
INT: 10 
WIS: 15 
DEX: 21 
CON: 14 
CHA: 10 


AC Normal: 20 

AC Rear: 15 

Hit Points: 53 

Alignment: Neutral Good 
Languages: Common, Thri-kreen 
Attack Bonus: +5 

Move: 18 


Age: 12 

Height: 6’ 4” (9’ 1” long) 

Weight: 452 lbs. 

Exoskeleton/Eyes: Sandy Yellow/Jet Black 


Weapon Proficiencies: All, chatkcha 
(expertise), short sword (expertise), long 
bow (expertise). 

Fighting Styles: Accurate Blow, Improved 
Balance, Improved Coordination, Piercing 
Shot, Piercing Throw. 

Non-weapon Proficiencies: Craft 
(weaponsmithing), heat protection, 
hunting, survival (stony barrens), tracking, 
water find. 

Water Requirement: 1 gallon a week (4 
gallon if in the shade) 

Rest Requirement: None. 

Magic Items: Obsidian ring of silt walking 
(similar to a ring of water walking except it 
only works on silt), two potions of invisibility 
(grapes), bone dagger +1, bone scimitar +2. 
Equipment: Leather harness, two bone 
skinning knives, wooden club, long bow, 
quiver with 20 bone-tipped sheaf arrows, 
10 chatkchas, belt pouch, one-quart water 
bottle (full), two leather wristbands each 
studded with a 2 gp gem, 2 cp. 

Special Abilities: Ranger: Bonus fighting 
style, influence animals (save vs. rods at -2 
negates, HS 43%, MS 55%, +4 to hit vs. 
elves and gith; Thri-kreen: Strike with up to 
four claws per round (1d4+1 damage) and 
bite once a round for 1d4 points of damage 
plus paralysation (save vs. poison negates, 
onset time varies with size of victim), leap 
20’ straight up or 50’ horizontally, chatkcha 
returns if it misses the target, dodge missiles 
(9 or higher on d20). 

Psionics (+0, PSPs 30, MAC 11): mind bar. 


I was a little different from the rest of my 
pack; I was a bit of a loner who sometimes 
liked the company of humans. I liked to 
hunt and enjoy the stark beauty of the 
wilderness. I set out to prove I could exist 
on my own. Prove it I did, by living alone 
for three years. When I returned home I 
discovered my pack had been wiped out by 
elven raiders. 

I am currently allied with a mixed group 
of races, and find that the variety gives me 
an interesting feeling. It’s almost like they're 
my nestmates. I would die to defend these 
people. 

Our group is called the Company of the 
Guarded Wagon. When I met them, the 
leader had a very persuasive way about 
him. He convinced me that joining would 
allow me to have company, yet roam the 
wilderness. It has. 

We have travelled a lot, going from city 
to city. I’m happiest when we're on the trail, 
but the cities are full of interesting things. I 
enjoy the elven markets, where questions are 
seldom asked. I have a hard time liking elves, 
and elves don’t particularly like thri-kreen. 
I walk around, waiting to be challenged. 
Sure enough, some young elven fighter will 
try and make a name for himself by taking 
down a thri-kreen. I don’t ever start fights, 
that would be wrong. But nobody says I 
can't defend myself. The strangest thing 
is that doing this has actually gotten me a 
few elven friends. When I am approached 
as a friend, I respond like one. It makes me 
wonder if it’s right to go looking for fights 
with elves. But then I meet a gang of elven 
cut-throats on the trail, and my doubts are 
stilled. 

The rest of the company includes: 

Josie Mendicant: A half-elf, a mage, 
and a thief. Talk about having three marks 
against you! She seems friendly and eager 
to prove herself. I have decided to give her 
a chance. She’s had plenty of opportunities, 
and never touched one thing of mine. 
Maybe she is okay. 

Greckle of the Mountain: A dwarf and 
something of a bore. He’s interested in my 
stories about the wilderness, and is always 
asking how to survive in the wilds. But when 
I tell him about hunting, he falls asleep. 
What a thickhead! 

Maradoc Wilmot: A mul gladiator with 
a reputation and a chip on his shoulder. 
He’s a tremendous fighter, and he has a 
tremendous temper. 
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Sud: A half-giant who often tries to 
imitate Maradoc. That’s better than when 
he tries to imitate Josie, or me, or Greckle. 
He's friendly and likeable, but he just can’t 
make up his mind what to do. 

Jearalith Rednap: The leader of the 
Company of the Guarded Wagon, and a 
mage. He’s a preserver, not a defiler, but 
mages have always made me nervous. 
However, Jearalith only makes me nervous 
when he’s actually casting spells. Otherwise, 
he’s a great friend. 


Josie Mendicant 
7th/8th-Level Female Half-elf Preserver/ Thief 


STR: 13 
INT: 16 
WIS: 10 
DEX: 20 
CON: 12 
CHA: 15 


AC Normal: 18 

AC Rear: 14 

Hit Points: 25 

Alignment: Chaotic Good 

Languages: Common, Elvish, Thri-kreen 
Attack Bonus: +3 

Move: 12 


Age: 37 

Height: 6’ 2” 

Weight: 170 lbs. 
Hair/Eyes: Brown/Blue 


Weapon Proficiencies: Knife, long sword, 
short bow, short sword. 

Non-weapon Proficiencies: Appraising 
(+1), armour optimisation, heat protection, 
literacy, spell concealment, survival (sandy 
wastes), water find. 

Water Requirement: 1 gallon a day (% 
gallon if in the shade). 

Rest Requirement: Normal. 

Magic Items: Bone short sword +1, +2 vs. 
magic using or enchanted creatures, bone 
dagger +1, three potions of rainbow hues 
(cherries), potion of feather falling (apricot), 
electrum ring of protection +1, scroll (magic 
missile, web, detect invisibility, and improved 
invisibility scribed at 9th level). 

Spells/day: 6/5/2/1. 

Equipment: Spell scrolls, one-gallon 
waterskin (full), three wooden throwing 
knives, bone lock picks, sling with 20 stones, 
leather boots (hollow heels), mekillot hide 
armour, two 1 gp gems (right heel), spare 
bone lock picks (left heel), 13 cp, 5 bits. 
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Special Half-elf Abilities: 60-foot 
infravision; bonus survival non-weapon 
proficiency; attract animal companion. 
Thief Abilities: PP 48, OL 77, FT 76, MS 
84, HS 94, DN 41, CW 67, RL 30, BS x3. 
Spell scrolls: = 1st—burning bands, 
comprehend languages, detect magic, read 
magic, spider climb, taunt, ventriloquism; 2nd— 
blur, detect evil, detect psionics, Melf’s acid 
arrow, invisibility; 3rd—dispel magic, lightning 
bolt, slow, tongues, vampiric touch; 4th—fire 
charm, psionic dampener, polymorph other. 
Psionics (+2, PSPs 6, MAC 10): body 
equilibrium. 


I am a half-elf. I had a hard upbringing; 
shunned by elves and distrusted by humans, 
thieving was the only way to survive. My life 
changed when I met Arsineus, a wise and 
powerful human. He taught me the ways of 
the Veiled Alliance, and how to use magic 
without hurting the land. 

For several years, I felt accepted. Then 
Arsineus was killed by templars, and his 
other apprentice and I escaped. We travelled 
around and eventually formed our own 
caravan-guarding company. We have a very 
well-balanced company and have fought off 
numerous monsters and bandits. 

The group includes: 

Sud: A friendly half-giant who tries to 
imitate everyone. It’s fine for him to try to 
be more like the gladiator, Maradoc, he’s 
suited to that. But when he tried to follow 
me as I was moving silently, it was a disaster. 

Maradoc Wilmot: This mul is the best 
fighter in the company. He fought in the 
arena for years and never lost. He is an 
incredible fighter, and very touchy. 

Jearalith Rednap: The leader of the 
company, and my fellow apprentice under 
Arsineus. He more about magic than I do, 
but I'll catch up to him before long, and 
he can’t match my stealth skills. He is very 
likeable, but I know that most of that comes 
from his skill with enchantment magics. 

Greckle of the Mountain: A dwarven 
earth priest. The company would have 
rather have a water priest, but so would 
everybody. Guarding caravans is his focus; a 
more dependable guard will never be found. 

Varin’ti: A thri-kreen ranger. Lari is a 
bit touchy about elves. She is even touchier 
about thieves. She is always watching me. 
She never sleeps, and when I wake up and 
see those eyes staring at me, it definitely 
makes me nervous. 
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Adventure Background 


This adventure begins with the PCs as slaves 
who are performing as arena contestants. In 
Athas, the arena is one of the chief forms 
of entertainment, and the PCs start by 
fighting each other. The outcome does not 
really matter, since the PCs are the most 
well known of their respective noble houses’ 
gladiators. There are templars (priests) 
waiting to heal or cast raise dead on any 
injured or slain combatants. 

While any healing takes place, the 
sorcerer-king of Urik has a special match. A 
captured so-ut is featured in a bout against 
20 captured slaves. The so-ut, or ravager, 
has no trouble dispatching the slaves, but 
is not satisfied merely with killing them. As 
soon as he gets done with them, he begins 
to destroy the arena. 

In the ensuing panic, the PCs are left 
alone and may escape captivity. They must 
make their way out of the city and to a 
village of former slaves, which they have 
heard of. The halfling druid’s guarded land 
is the mountain on which the village is 
located. 

The PCs are able to leave the arena area, 
and make it into the city proper. There, 
they encounter a group of templars. The 
templars are suspicious of such a group, and 
they must be bribed or quickly defeated to 
allow the PCs to leave the town. The PCs 
must also pick up some supplies while they 
are still in the city, or they will not survive in 
the wilderness. After obtaining supplies, the 
PCs may leave the city,and strike out east 
for the mountain K'lir. 

After traveling for a while, the characters’ 
water mysteriously starts to disappear. 
They are being trailed by a sand mother, a 
Negative Material Plane creature trapped 
on Athas. After they are out of water, they 
find an oasis that is really a trap. They must 
defeat the sand mother before it drains all 
the life from them. And they still have no 
water. 

The second day after finding the sand 
mother, the party finally reaches a true oasis. 
There they can deal with the elf nomads 
who have possession of the oasis. A good bit 
of bargaining allows them to get plenty of 
water. While at the oasis, an elf shaman tells 
them of a pursuing band of templars and 
guards. The elves leave in a hurry, helping 
themselves to some of the characters’ items 
on the way. 
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They travel for almost a week without 
encountering anything that endangers 
them. By this time, they are running very 
low on water. They finally come upon a 
possible source of water, some spider cacti. 
Unfortunately, the spider cacti do not 
give up their water without a fight. After 
defeating the cacti, the party may continue 
on, with enough water to travel for a while. 

After going around the silt basin, the 
PCs finally reach the slave village. There, 
they are turned away. The village does not 
want their location revealed to the pursuing 
templars. Only if the PCs can defeat the 
sorcerer-king’s guard will they be allowed 
into the village. 

With the knowledge of the druid and 
the ranger, the PCs can set up a suitable 
ambush. This is important, for the PCs are 
badly outnumbered. In a final climactic 
battle, the PCs earn either their freedom or 
their death. 


Players’ Background 


Tonight you go into the arena again. 
You sharpen weapons, taking last swigs 
of water, and in general getting ready. 
You hear the roar of the crowd as the 
poor souls who have to fight in the 
preliminaries do battle. 

From the sounds of it, several 
prospective gladiators are facing a tembo. 
Too bad for them. Fortunately, you are 
head-liners. You fight in the featured 
match tonight. 

As important gladiators (that is to say, 
moneymakers), you will have templars 
waiting to heal or revive you if you lose. 
Of course, your masters don't like you to 
lose. You could end up in the quarries. 
And everyone knows what happens in 
the obsidian quarries. You won't last long 
with that razor-sharp stone cutting into 
your hands. 

The match tonight is a triple. As you 
sit with butterflies in your stomachs and 
sweat on your hands, you all think again 
how much you hate this. This is not the 
life for you. You are going to escape, 
somehow. Athas is a hard world, but 
there must be better pickings out there 
somewhere. 

Then you hear the gong. The last bout 
is over. You're up next. Checking your 
weapons one more time, you wish your 
teammates well. It’s time to fight. 


Arena 


Today's match is a version of the Stone game. 
The arena is divided into 10-foot squares, 
five across and six deep. If miniatures are 
available, they should be placed on a simple 
10” by 12” grid to help indicate positions. If 
not, you may wish to use dice or something 
else to keep track of movement. 


1. Each PC is given a big red stone. While 
each man on the opposing team has a blue 
stone. The first team to collect all of their 
opponents’ stones and return them to the 
home square is declared the winner. 


2. Each team has a captain, chosen by 
the team. The captain is allowed to move 
two squares either horizontally or vertically. 
He cannot move diagonally. The other 
members of the team may move one square 
in any direction. 


3. The two captains roll a d20, with the 
higher roll having the first move. Each turn 
takes place in one round. In a turn, one 
member of the team may move. 

The other members of the team may fire 
missile weapons or cast spells. Psionics may 
be used by anyone on either team, no matter 
whose turn it is. Use of psionics does count 
as an action (a PC may not use a psionic 
power and fire a missile weapon in the same 
turn.) A team MUST have someone move 
during its turn. Two members of the same 
team may not end up on the same square 
at the end of a turn. The turn then passes to 
the other team. 


4. If two opposing team members are 
on the same square at the end of a move, 
they must engage in combat until one or the 
other is slain. 

The game is suspended for as long as it 
takes to resolve the combat. Other PCs 
may use psionics, although they cannot fire 
missile weapons during this combat. 


5. Stones must be carried; they cannot be 
thrown to another team member. They may 
be passed to a team member in an adjacent 
square. 


6. Each violation of these rules earns a 
flame strike (40 points, save vs. spells for half 
damage) from the templars, targeted on the 
offending player. 
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Set up the game and run through it. 
PCs who are brought below zero hit points 
are removed from the arena and healed. 
Otherwise they are raised and healed to 
preserve them for future combats. This 
restores the PC to full hit points, able to 
move and cast spells. Any raised PCs are 
subject to a one-point Constitution loss, 
with corresponding possible loss of hit 
points as well. 

Should a weaker PC decide to fake death, 
for instance, dropping to the ground while 
still above zero hit points, the templars on 
the sides of the squares immediately whip 
him with glass-edged whips, and call for him 
to get up and fight. 

This whipping causes 1d4 points of 
damage per round. If the PC continues to 
lie on the ground after one round, the crowd 
gets into it, and the PC takes an additional 
1d2 points of damage from stones and 
objects thrown by the crowd. The crowd is 
here to see a good battle. 

It doesn’t matter which team wins; all of 
the PCs are taken or dragged to the same 
room, a cell just off of the arena. There they 
are healed (cure critical wounds for anyone 
below zero hit points, cure serious wounds for 
anyone conscious but wounded). 

They are locked in while the next match 
takes place. The next match is the feature, 
20 captured Tyrians vs. a so-ut (ravager). 
This match causes intense interest, since 
none here, including the sorcerer-king, has 
seen a ravager in action up close for many 
years. 


Escape 


Following their match, the PCs are all taken 
to one large cell. There, they are constantly 
watched by over a dozen guards and templars 
— that is, until the next match begins. The 
ravager has no trouble mowing down the 
captured slaves. But it is not satisfied with 
the destruction of the humans. So-uts hate 
all manufactured things and, once the so-ut 
has finished with the slaves, he begins on 
the arena itself. 

This causes widespread panic, and after 
checking to make sure the cell door is 
securely locked, the templars and guards 
run into the arena to help combat the 
monster. This gives the PCs their golden 
opportunity. Only two locked doors stand 
between them and freedom. All they have 
to do is take advantage of the situation. 


It was a tough match, and all of you are 
feeling the effects. As you sit in the cell 
after the match, you can talk with the 
other team. As you discuss the game, and 
the possible ramifications for the losers, 
you can hear the roar of the crowd. A 
group of captured guards from the city of 
Tyr are facing some sort of fierce monster. 

Then you hear the sounds change. The 
crowd noise has changed to a panicky 
sound, and the templars and guards are 
looking worried. 

A templar comes running in from the 
arena and cries to your guards: “The beast 
is attempting to destroy the arena itself. 
He is digging through stone as though it 
were sand. Hurry, we must help!” 

The guards run off, although one of 
them does stop to make sure your cell 
door is securely locked. 

For the first time in years, you have no 
guards about. You can escape. 


This is the opportunity they have been 
waiting for. Inform the PCs that, if they 
can make it through the cell door, there 
is a 50’ hallway, with guards at the end — 
if the guards have not had to go help try 
to subdue the ravager. At the end of the 
hallway is another locked door that leads to 
the outside of the arena complex. 

The PCs should immediately pick up on 
this; no hints should be required. If they 
seem to be willing to sit and wait, you can 
point out to the gladiators that they have 
never had an opportunity like this before. 
It is time to see if their teammates have any 
skills that might allow them to escape. 

The cell is actually a stone room, with a 
hardwood door, brass bound. It is designed 
with the idea of keeping in someone of 
extraordinary strength. The P C s have three 
possible methods of opening the door. 


1. A thief can pick the locks with a normal 
open locks roll. 


2. Aknock spell would be successful. 


3. Up to two PCs can cooperate to break 
open the locked door with their combined 
Bend Bars/Lift Gates chances. 


A. If the PCs refuse to escape, the ravager 
digs through their prison wall, allowing 
them another avenue. If they still refuse, 
they will be forever stuck in arena life. 
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The PCs have seven rounds to get out 
of the cell before the templars return. The 
templars are not able to subdue the ravager, 
and in the end they are unfortunately finally 
forced to kill it, taking significant damage in 
the process. 

Once out of the cell, the hallway lies clear. 
The door at the end of the hall is apparently 
unguarded. It is locked. It can be opened by 
any of the methods listed above. 

Once the door is open, the PCs find that 
a pair of guards have been left outside. 

The guards immediately raise the alarm. 
Because of the noise from the arena, this 
alarm goes unnoticed and no help comes. 
The PCs must handle the guards quickly, 
before they can get away and alert others to 
the escape in progress. 


Guards (2): AL LE; AC 16; MV 12; HD 
5; hp 40, 35; Attack +6; #AT 1; D 1d8+3. 

The guards are carrying bone long swords, 
with which they are specialised. They wear 
hide armour, and use leather shields. Each 
has a Strength of 17 and a Dexterity of 15. 
Each carries 3d6 ceramic pieces. 


The PCs do not have much time to deal 
with the guards. The templars discover 
that the PCs are missing eight rounds after 
leaving them. In round nine, three guards 
and two templars appear in the cell area. 
The guards have no idea how long the PCs 
have been gone, and they will return to the 
palace to send out a group to catch the 
PCs. If the PCs are still in the cells when 
the three guards and two templars appear, 
the PCs must fight to gain their freedom. 


Guards, additional (3): AL LE; AC 
16; MV 12, HD 5, hp (currently) 24, 15, 8; 
Attack +6; #AT 1; D 1d8+3. 

These guards have the same equipment 
and statistics as the previous guards. 


Templars (2): AL LE; AC 19; MV 12, 
HD 7, hp (currently) 17, 12; Attack +3; 
#AT 1; D 1d6+1 (bone short swords + Str 
bonus), SA spells, SD spells. 

These templars have superior hide armour, 
leather shields (with shield specialisation). 
Strength 16, Dexterity 17, Wisdom 16. 
Each carries 3d10 silver pieces. 

Spells still prepared: 1st—command, cure 
light wounds, cause light wounds; 2nd—hold 
person, silence 15’ radius, spiritual hammer; 


3rd—dispel magic. 


Since the above timetable could be 
confusing, the following list summarises 
some of the possibilities. 


Round 1: Alarm is raised; guards leave 
PCs in the cell. 

Round 2 (or later): PCs unattended, 
may break out of cell and exit arena complex 
via the hallway. 

Round 3: Soonest PCs could get to 
outer door. 

Round 4 (or later): Must fight the two 
posted guards. 

Round 8: Latest PCs could leave cell 
and still escape. 

Round 9: Latest PCs could leave 
outer door and still escape. 

Round 10: Wounded templars and 

guards join the battle, if the PCs are 
still in the cell area. 


Try to keep a sense of urgency 
about this whole encounter. The PCs 
have one chance. If they blow it, it’s 
the obsidian quarries for sure. No 
one survives long there, so failure is 
tantamount to death. In their favour, 
the guards are arrogant and very sure 
of themselves. The guards first order 
the PCs back to their cages, giving 
the PCs automatic initiative the first 
round of melee. 

Possible problems: The PCs 
should be able to brush aside the 
guards in two or three rounds at most. 
Do not kill the PCs, or blow the rest 
of the adventure just because the PCs 
get a series of bad rolls. 

Once the PCs have escaped, they 
see a dirty street stretching before 
them for about two blocks. There is 
a noble’s estate on either side of the 
street, on each block. There are many 
guards outside these structures, so the 

PCs should realise that would be a bad 
way to go. 

Point out there is a marketplace nearby, 
and that likely affords the best chance to 
lose themselves in the crowd. 


The Marketplace 


The market is a chaotic jumble of merchants 
selling armour, weapons, foodstuffs, water, 
and just about anything else the PCs can 
think of. There are two types of things that 
will not be found. 
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The first is spell components of any sort, 
and the second is artwork or books. Spell 
components and books are highly illegal, 
and artwork is usually done by slaves. 

Once they are through the main 
marketplace, the PCs come upon the elven 
market, where some goods of questionable 
origin and value are sold. By asking the right 
questions, they could find spell components 
or books here. 

The party doesn’t really have time for a 
leisurely shopping trip, but the PCs do need 
water. They can get water for one bit per 
gallon. A one-gallon waterskin, full, costs 1 
cp. For purposes of determining how much 
water a PC can carry, each gallon with 
container weighs nine pounds. 

If the characters really want mounts, 
allow them to find a dealer in animals. The 
dealer wants to talk, and moves very slowly. 
While they are dealing, a group of templars 
appears at the other end of the marketplace 
and begins checking out the crowd very 
carefully. 

The dealer notices them, and wonders 
aloud who the templars are after now. This 
should get the PCs moving. 


Gate to Freedom 


At last, you approach the gate that leads 
outside the city — and beyond the gate is 
the precious freedom you seek. 

A group of templars and dust-covered 
soldiers is on guard here. As you approach, 
you can tell that there are at least 50 
soldiers and templars... a formidable 
barrier to reaching the outside. 

You cannot fight your way past this 
foe, not in time anyway, and certainly not 
without drawing more attention. Still, 
you're not about to give up hope yet. And 
there are two things in your favour here. 

The guards are here to keep intruders 
out, not in. Also, templars are notoriously 
greedy. The gates are currently shut and 
locked, and on either side of the gates is 
a tower, each manned by a group of alert 
crossbowmen. 

As you approach, some of them turn 
to watch you. You are the only group 
heading out of the city right now. One of 
the templars is on the wall, yelling down 
at someone out of sight. 

Someone must be trying to get into the 
city after dark. It’s probably going to cost 
them plenty. 
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The PCs have a few options here. They 
can wait for the people outside to be let in 
and make a run for it. They can also try to 
talk or bribe their way out. 

The first option works only if the PCs 
are lucky. Everyone must make a Dexterity 
check, and then 25 crossbow bolts are fired 
at them — four at each PC, with the extra 
fired at the tallest PC. 

The crossbowmen have an attack bonus 
of +5 and do 1d6 points of damage (bone- 
tipped crossbow bolts). They are all AC 15 
and have 18 hit points. Each PC must also 
save vs. hold person, but not until after they 
get through the gate. Note that any half- 
giants are still considered a “person” for 
purposes of a hold person spell. 

The less dangerous options include 
talking their way through, or bribing their 
way. A combination of both is the best plan. 
The PCs are questioned as to why they want 
to leave the city. 

Traveling at night is not a foolish option, 
especially on Athas. Why, the temperature 
is down to almost 90! If the PCs come up 
with a believable story, the templar on the 
wall won't give them too much problem, 
merely suggesting that the half-elf looks like 
a thief he once knew; perhaps a visit to the 
prison is in order. This is a hint for a bribe. 
As long as the PCs come up with a gold 
piece or more, the templar will let them 
pass. If the party offers the bribe first, the 
head templar wants more, perhaps as much 
as two gold pieces. 

One story that would work very well is 
if the PCs report that they are a special 
group sent out to capture some escaped 
slaves. The templars spend a few minutes 
talking to them, wanting descriptions and 
numbers of the escaped slaves, laughing 
about the tortures in store for the slaves 
when captured, and wishing the PCs luck 
out there in the wilderness. The templars 
seem very glad not to have to leave the city, 
and mention things such as “I sure wouldn't 
want to be in your sandals, even if you find 
the slaves.” 


Guards (50): AL LE; AC 15; MV 12; 
HD 3, hp 18 each, Attack +3 or +4; #AT 
1; D 1d6 (light crossbows) or 1d6+1 (bone 
short swords). 

The guards all have a Strength of 17 anda 
Dexterity of 16. They wear studded leather 
armour and have leather bucklers slung on 
their back (AC 16 in melee). 


Templars (5): AL LE; AC 18; MV 12; 
HD 7, HP 30 each, Attack +4; #AT 1; D 
1d6 (bone short swords); SA spells, SD 
spells. 

The templars wear superior hide armour, 
carry leather shields, and have Strength, 
Dexterity, and Wisdom of 16 each. 

Spells prepared include hold person, 
command, cause light wounds (x2), cure light 
wounds, merciful rays, dispel magic, cause 
disease, silence 15’ radius, and spiritual 
bammer. 


If the PCs end up in a battle here, you 
might mention that this is an unwinnable 
battle, especially since the alarms begin 
sounding immediately. The only hope is to 
make a fighting retreat through the gates, 
and to make a dash for freedom. 


On the Road to Freedom 


Having finally escaped the city, you set 
out toward Mount K'lir. Not all of you 
are sure of the reception you'll get, but 
you all know that you really have nowhere 
else to go. 

You travel for most of the night, and 
then look about for a suitable shelter. 

As dawn is breaking, and the 
temperature begins to rise, you locate 
a rocky overhang that will give you 
suitable protection from the heat, as well 
as concealment from any who might be 
following you. 

You settle down for an uncomfortable 
day of rest. 


The PCs can rest here, but the spellcasters 
cannot get enough good rest to recover 
more than first- and second-level spells. 
When they have rested and healed as much 
as possible, they may continue on the trail. 
They are currently moving through rocky 
badlands. They must leave the trail to head 
for Mount K’lir, located two weeks’ travel to 
the east. Find out when the party intends to 
march. The best times are the two hours just 
before and just after dawn, and the same 
time periods at dusk. This keeps their water 
intake low and still allows the spellcasters 
to recover spells. The party may march for 
three days with no encounters. Play out the 
healing, for some of the PCs may have been 
very hurt. Also, keep track of water usage. 
If the players are getting bored, let the time 
go by quickly. 
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After three days, the PCs move into 
an area of sandy wastes. This terrain type 
resembles the classic desert: shifting sand, 
and large sand dunes. On the morning of 
the fifth day after leaving the city, one of 
the PCs wakes up to find that a little more 
than four gallons of the water he carried are 
empty. There is no clue to the reason for the 
disappearance. (The water was destroyed by 
the monster the PCs will soon meet.) This 
water loss continues for two more days - less 
if the PCs run out of water before this. The 
day the PCs are out of water, they come 
upon an oasis after marching for an hour at 
dusk. 

Sand Mother (1): AL CE; AC 21; MV 
24, Br 12; HD 9, hp 41, Attack +9; #AT 2; 
D 1d12/1d12; SA Energy drain, spell use; 
SD only affected by magic weapons; MAC 
15; XP 5,000; DSMC3/281 

A sand mother is a Negative Material 
Plane creature trapped on Athas. It drains 
one level with each hit. It is not undead, 
having never been alive, and cannot be 
turned. It uses its two spell-like powers 
to mask itself and the area. The first is a 
hallucinatory terrain, and the second is a 
seeming. It appears as an elderly female, 
trapped at the oasis by lack of transportation. 

The illusion of the oasis is very good; only 
the ranger and the druid even get a chance 
to disbelieve. Her seeming illusion is also 
nearly perfect; chances to disbelieve the 
illusion are at -4. 

When the PCs approach, they see an 
elderly human waving them over to the 
oasis. The old lady is very glad to see them, 
and invites them in fora drink. Use your best 
old lady voice, and babble on meaninglessly, 
trying to get the PCs to go ahead and take 
a drink. The unexplained water loss that 
the PCs have been experiencing may make 
them suspicious. 

The sand mother’s cover story is a typical 
one: her kank died, and she just found this 
oasis by luck. She was afraid raiders would 
find her; she’s just so glad that “you brave 
children” got here first instead. All the while 
she is talking, she is assessing the PCs. 
Recognising that the two gladiators with 
their magic weapons are the most dangerous 
to her, she tries to get the spellcasters to 
take a drink, and then attacks one of the 
gladiators from behind, if possible. 

Since the change in terrain from desert to 
oasis is extreme, as soon as someone takes 
a drink, they will see through the illusion. 
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Unfortunately, having a mouth full of dry, 
gritty sand is not conducive to spellcasting. 
Ifa spellcaster “drinks,” it takes the character 
2d3 rounds to clear his mouth enough to 
cast spells with verbal components. 

The sand mother can attack two foes, if 
they are side by side. She attacks until she 
is down to 20 hit points, at which time she 
disappears into the sand, taking one round 
to do so. If the party moves on immediately 
after she disappears, she does not return. 
However, if the party lingers for more than 
a turn, she will reappear from behind and 
continue her attacks. 

Since the PCs have no water, on the 
following day all characters suffer a loss of 
1d4 Constitution points, with attendant hit 
point loss for those with Constitutions of 13 
or above. 


Elf Nomads 


Finally, after you have almost given up, 
you see what you have been longing to 
see: an oasis! Your pace picks up for the 
first time in several days, and you all 
hurry toward that little sign of life — the 
small trees and greenery that mean an 
oasis. But the oasis is not unoccupied. As 
you move closer, you see signs of many 
tracks — elf tracks. You can only hope that 
this is a herding tribe, and not a group 
of raiders. Still, without water many of 
you won't survive more than a few days. 
You head toward the oasis, with a silent 
prayer to the spirits of the lands. 


The elf nomads are a group of herders, 
keeping a small (about 150) herd of kanks, 
big insects that provide both food and water 
in the honey globules that some of them 
produce on their bellies. Kanks also forage 
for themselves, and instinctively divide into 
guards, food producers, and brood queens. 
This leaves the elves free to do the things 
they like most, partying and revelry. 


Elf Nomads (60): AL N; AC 15; MV 18: 
HD 3; hp 26 each; Attack +2 (bone long 
sword) or +3 (long bow); #AT 1 (sword) or 
2 (bow); D 1d8-1 (sword) or 1d6 (arrows). 


Elf chieftain, Sancro Lar’inth (1): AL 
N; AC 18; MV 18; HD 9; hp 54; Attack +8; 
#AT 3/2 (metal long sword) or 2 (longbow); 
D 1d8+1 (sword) or 1d6 (arrows). 

He wears leather armour +2 and has a 
Dexterity of 19 and a Strength of 17. 


Elf Shaman, Mordekai (1): AL N; AC 
15; MV 18; HD 7; hp 30; Attack +4; #AT 2; 
D 1d6; SA spells; SD spells. 

He wears leather armour and carries a 
longbow and a spear. Mordekai is a priest 
of water, and has the following spells: create 
water (x2), cure light wounds (x2), sanctuary, 
bold person (x2), silence 15’ radius, slow poison, 
dispel magic, cure disease, paralysis (reversed 
remove paralysis), and reflecting pool. 


The elves are suspicious at first; the 
party is met by a line of grim-looking elves 
between them and the oasis. The PCs must 
call out their intentions, and proclaim that 
they do not mean any harm to the elves; 
they are seeking only water. The elves then 
let them in to get a drink (which restores 
any Constitution losses). They are watched 
carefully by all the elves while this is going 
on. 

The oasis is a fairly large one, with a pool 
of water under the shade of some trees that 
is almost 40’ across. On the opposite side 
of the pool is the kank herd, and the tents 
of the elves are scattered all around the 
oasis. When the immediate need for water 
is satisfied, the chieftain and the shaman 
want to talk. 

The first consideration is if the PCs have 
a thri-kreen with them. Thri-kreen are noted 
for eating elf flesh. 

The PCs can stay overnight if the thri- 
kreen agrees to be tied up hand and foot. 
Otherwise the party must leave immediately, 
with no time to fill their waterskins. 

With most elf tribes, the thri-kreen would 
have been killed as soon as he was spotted. 

Once any thri-kreen are dealt with, the 
elves relax and become more friendly. They 
want to know what the PCs are doing in the 
wilderness. If the story of the escape is told, 
the elves become more friendly, for they 
hate the sorcerer-kings more than most, and 
the thought of slavery is very repugnant to 
them. 

They offer the PCs food and drink; their 
drink is a heady wine that they have traded 
for. Most of the elves begin to drink heavily 
as the night progresses. PCs who drink 
sparingly and ask the right questions can 
learn some things that might be of help to 
them: 

1. The sandy waste continues for about 
one day’s travel to the east (for elves, about 
50 miles). The PCs are headed straight for a 
inland silt basin. 


2. In the silt, almost anyone suffocates 
in a matter of minutes. A fall would mean 
almost certain death for all of them. The 
silt basin is not large, about 50 miles in 
diameter. 

3. To the south of the silt basin is a tribe of 
human raiders that the tribe has had trouble 
with. If the PCs are not very powerful, their 
journey is likely to end there. 

4. It is about a week's travel to the 
mountains (for the PCs). This assumes they 
go around the silt basin to the north. If they 
can cross the basin itself, they can cut a day 
off the travel time. 

5. The tribe will be moving on in a day 
or two at most. They move around the 
area, and will not reveal the location of any 
other oasis. If pressed for information, they 
become surly and suspicious and make it 
clear that they do not wish to discuss the 
matter. 

6. The elves are fascinated with one of 
the PCs’ weapons and will attempt to barter 
for it. 

7. Kanks would speed up the journey 
considerably. They would allow the party 
to move faster. The elves want 15 silver for 
each kank; this includes a riding harness. A 
kank requires four gallons of water a day, 
but can carry up to 400 pounds of cargo, 
including the rider. 


Later on, during the night, the elf shaman 
casts a reflecting pool. He discovers that 
the PCs are being followed by a group of 
soldiers and templars, who are only a couple 
of days behind them. 

This is not the elves’ fight; they aren't 
going to stick around and help the PCs. 
They pack up and leave within an hour. 
Have each sleeping PC make a surprise 
roll; if every roll fails, they sleep through the 
whole thing. Anyone who drank wine makes 
the check at -4. 

After the elves are gone, the PCs discover 
that each of them has lost some item or 
possession. Select items from the PCs at 
random, but be sure to leave the gladiators 
their main weapons. Small items such as 
rings are not taken. Waterskins are also not 
lost. 

If the PCs have purchased mounts, these 
are also left behind. Before they leave, 
the shaman tells someone that there are 
templars on their trail, and they'll be here in 
less than two days. 
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Spider Cactus 


It has been a week since you left the elves, 
and you have managed to stay ahead of 
the templars. Occasionally you can see 
the dust raised by their mounts; they 
must be using mekillots, or they'd have 
caught you by now. You found an inland 
silt basin, and circled north around it. 
Now, you are again worried about water 
— but then you spot a potential source of 
water. A group of thick cacti growing in 
a rough circle lies across your trail. You 
have never seen this type before, but if it’s 
like any other life form on Athas, it’s not 
without its defences. 


Spider Cactus (8): AL N; AC 13; MV 
0; HD 3; hp 20; Attack +3; #AT 8; D 1 + 
special; SA needles cause paralysis; MAC 
12, XP 270; DSMC3/57. 

A spider cactus attacks when a victim gets 
within five feet, shooting out eight needles 
at its prey. These needles can only be fired 
once per day, so a cactus is defenceless after 
it has let loose its volley of eight needles. 
The needles have strong strands attached to 
them, which are used to pull the prey into 
the cactus’s body, where the feeding needles 
begin to suck liquids from a victim’s body. 

Any hit causes one point of damage and 
also requires a save vs. poison at +2 (the 
poison is rather weak). If the saving throw 
is failed, the victim is paralysed for 2d4 
rounds, during which time he cannot defend 
himself against the needles and must rely on 
other party members to help him get away. 

The strands pull with a Strength of 17, 
and only those with greater strength have a 
chance to pull free (or to pull someone else 
free). It requires an open doors roll to pull a 
needle out of a victim’s body, or a bend bars 
roll to break a strand. The strands can also 
be cut; they have AC 15 and 5 hit points. 
Blunt weapons do no damage to a strand. 
Pulling out one of the needles causes an 
additional 1d4 points of damage to the 
victim. If someone is pulled into the cactus, 
he takes 2d4 points of damage plus one per 
point of AC under 20 per round thereafter. 

When the first PC approaches the 
cacti, allow him a surprise roll. If he is not 
surprised, tell him the needles seem to be 
moving, and some of them are pointing at 
him. If he immediately moves backward, 
a Dexterity check allows him to get out of 
range just as the needles fire. 
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This is a simple trap encounter; as long 
as the PCs stay back out of the needles’ 
reach (15’), they cannot be harmed. If they 
destroy the cacti with missile weapons, they 
also lose the water inside. 

There are two methods for getting at the 
water that would work very well. One is to 
use a fireball or other area-effect fire attack 
on the cacti; this burns all of the needles. 
Have the PC roll the damage for the fireball. 
If the damage is 30 or less, all of the needles 
are gone, while the water still remains. If it 
is more than 30, only the plants that make a 
saving throw (16 or better) still retain their 
water. 

The second method that might save the 
water is riskier: Someone could dart into 
range, attempting to jump back in time to 
get out of the way of the needles. 
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To make matters very simple, a Dexterity 
check should allow the PC to get out of 
range. Rather than make each plant fire its 
needles separately (a total of 64 Dexterity 
checks!), assume that most of the plants fire 
at the same individual. 

A total of 10 Dexterity checks would 
exhaust the plants. Of course, this means 
that a failed check causes the PC to be 
subject to at least 16 or 24 attacks. 

Magic missiles also might be able to kill a 
plant with no loss of water. 

Each cactus can be tapped for one gallon 
of water. If the PCs are traveling at dusk 
and dawn, this is almost enough for two 
days. This allows them to make it to the 
mountains, where they will be able to find 
more water. 
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Slave Village 


You have finally reached Mount K'lir. 
You approach the hidden village, but are 
stopped at the gate. A broad tall man, a 
mul, comes out to meet you. The village is 
well hidden. You have the uncomfortable 
feeling of being watched. 


The PCs are met by the village leader, 
Kaftan, a former gladiator himself. He is 
not pleased with the party, because they 
have led a group of templars straight to the 
village. The party has two choices: They can 
turn around and surrender to the templars, 
so that the templars do not continue on 
to the village, or they can wipe out the 
pursuers, keeping the secret of the village. 
Kaftan is adamant; the only other choice 
is for the villagers to kill all the PCs and 
leave the bodies as though some monster 
had killed them. This is very harsh, but the 
world is a harsh one, and the village cannot 
afford mercy. 


Kaftan, village leader: AL N; AC 20; 
MV 12; HD 14 (14th-level mul gladiator); 
hp 131; Attack +17; #AT 2; D 1d8+8. 

He wears leather armour +3 and carries 
a rusty metal long sword. He has Strength 
and Constitution 20 and Dexterity 18. 

Kaftan used to be well-known among 
gladiators, and has been the leader of the 
village for over two years. He will not risk 
the village’s existence for six PCs. He hopes 
that they can win, for their skills would be 
valuable. He would even be glad to see a 
mage enter, for they only have one preserver 
mage in the village, and while that mage is 
very powerful, he is also old. 

Kaftan reports that one of their psionicists 
has been watching the party for the last 
day, and has also spotted the pursuers. The 
templars are only about four hours behind 
the PCs. They have 10 guards, five templars, 
and a defiler. (There were more, but the 
chase has taken a toll on the pursuers.) He 
offers water, food, and weapons to those 
who need them. He really wants the PCs 
to join the village, but they must prove 
themselves first, and he won't ask any of his 
villagers to risk themselves for strangers. 

This is a no-choice situation. There is 
plenty of reason for the PCs to fight. If the 
party agrees, they are given food and water 
and replacements for any weapons they 
need. (Melee weapons are made of bone, 
and are -1 to hit and damage.) 


Should anyone be wounded, a priest of 
earth comes out and heals them. No magic 
is available; the villagers do not want to risk 
losing irreplaceable magic items in case the 
PCs are defeated. 

If and when the PCs agree to fight the 
templars, they must backtrack to find a 
suitable ambush location. A high-walled 
passage can be located. This allows space 
for the PCs to set up for missile fire or 
spellcasting. Several large boulders are 
present to allow the gladiators to hide 
behind them and then charge. 


Guards (9): AL LE; AC 15; MV 12; HD 
5; hp 40; Attack +7 or +6; #AT 1 or 2, D 
1d8+3 or 1d6-1. 

The guards are carrying bone long swords, 
with which they are specialised. They wear 
hide armour, and leather shields. They all 
have short bows with 20 bone-tipped arrows. 
Each has Strength 17 and Dexterity 15. 


Templars (4): AL LE; AC 16; MV 12; 
HD 7; hp 29; Attack +3; #AT 1 ; D 1d6+1 
(bone short swords + Str bonus); SA spells; 
SD spells. 

These templars have hide armour and 
leather shields; each has a Strength of 16, 
Dexterity of 17, and Wisdom of 16. Spells 
prepared: command, cure light wounds, cause 
light wounds, hold person (x2), silence 15’ 
radius, spiritual hammer, dispel magic, create 
food and water. 


Guard Captain: AL LE; AC 18; MV 12; 
HD 10; hp 100; Attack +14 or +11; #AT 3/2 
or 2; D 1d8+8 or 1d8. 

The captain wields a bone long sword +1, 
wears hide armour +2 and carries a leather 
shield +1. He also has a longbow +1 and 20 
bone-tipped arrows. He has a Strength of 
20 and a Dexterity of 18. He carries an 
apple of speed, which he will eat in the first 


round of combat. 


Templar Leader: AL LE; AC 16; MV 
12; HD 11; hp 49; Attack +6; #AT 1; D 
1d6+3 (metal mace + Str bonus); SA spells; 
SD spells. 

The head templar is equipped with 
hide armour and a leather shield. He has 
Strength 18, Dexterity 17, and Wisdom 18. 
Spells: command, cure light wounds, cause 
light wounds, hold person (x2), silence 15’ 
radius, spiritual hammer, dispel magic, create 
food and water, paralysis (reversed remove 
paralysis), cause serious wounds, flame strike. 


Defiler Mage: AL LE; AC 9; MV 12; 
HD 10; hp 24; Attack +2; #AT l; D 1d4 
(obsidian dagger +1); SA spells; SD spells. 

The defiler cast a stoneskin yesterday, and 
takes no damage from the first eight attacks 
against him. He carries a wand of lightning 
bolts with 12 charges, and a scroll with bold 
monster (for use on thri-kreen), and fireball 
at 10th level. 

Spells prepared: magic missile (x2), burning 
bands, detect psionics, detect invisibility, 
Melf’s acid arrow, spectral hand, web, bold 
person, flame arrow, vampiric touch, improved 
invisibility, dimension door, cone of cold (x2), 


If the PCs have chosen the good ambush 
spot, the heroes get one free round of 
attacks. After this, the guards run for 
boulders and return fire. The captain takes 
cover and eats his apple of speed. The defiler 
turns invisible, and then uses dimension door 
to move up to where the PCs are firing, 
preparing to use his hold spells or his wand, 
whichever seems more appropriate. The 
templar leader brings down a flame strike on 
anyone he can see, and then moves to cover. 
The rest of the templars try to take cover so 
that they can use their bold spells or their 
spiritual hammers. The party must be swift 
to have a chance here. Of course, a fireball 
in the middle of the guards, coupled with a 
number of missile attacks, can bring down a 
majority of the guards immediately. Anyone 
behind a boulder has a +4 bonus to AC. 

If the PCs have trouble and the battle is 
going badly, they get some unexpected help. 
Just when things seem at their worst, any 
held PCs find that they can move again. 
(The old mage from the village, while 
invisible, casts dispel magic.) Kaftan charges 
down the trail screaming and attacks as 
though berserk (he’s not, but he gives a very 
good impression of it). The old mage then 
uses his four magic missile spells where they 
will do the most good. This additional help 
should allow the PCs to carry the battle. 

After the leaders (guard captain, templar 
leader and defiler) are slain, the rest try to 
flee. They don’t get far before crossbow 
bolts cut them down. When it is over, Kaftan 
admits that he couldn't pass up the chance 
for one more shot at those “dirty slavers”. 

The old mage, Cerulan, says he needed 
a new pupil, and he never liked defilers 
anyway. The PCs are welcomed into the 
village. Life is rosy, at least as rosy as it can 
get on Athas. 
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A city in turmoil is the setting for this adventure, 
for character levels 7 to 9. The prior ruler, a 
tyrant, is dead, and the various factions of the 
city work to overthrow the last of her influences 
and establish a more just ruler, The characters 
become involved in the politics of this upheaval. 

It is the 191st King’s Age, after the Cerulean 
War. The sorcerer-queen of Raam has been 
killed and Raam has fallen into turmoil. The 
political intrigue is high as various parties fight 
for leadership. The PCs try to aid the Veiled 
Alliance of Raam in taking control of the now 
highly chaotic and ungoverned city-state. They 
will have to suppress the other factions fighting 
for rulership, defend themselves against the 
opposition parties, defend their Veiled Alliance 
contact, convince the citizens of Raam that they 
are the “good guys”, and take control of Raam. 


Originally set in the DARK SUN’ 
campaign setting, this adventure can be 
run as written or easily adapted to your own 
campaign. To place it in your campaign, you 
will need to “massage” the background a 
little to fit the particulars of your world. It 
works best in a desert or similar terrain far 
from the main parts of the campaign world. 
In the FORGOTTEN REALMS Campaign 
setting it could be placed in Anauroch, for 
example 

Psionics are referenced throughout the 
adventure. If you axe using this in the 
Dark Sun setting, you will use them. If you 
are adapting this adventure for another 
campaign, you can either just ignore psionic 
references or make the NPCs with psionic 
powers into wizards with spells. 

Much of the original DARK SUN 
terminology is kept, so here is a quick guide 
to terms: 

Templar: priests in the service of the 
ruler. In the DARK SUN setting they gain 
powers from the ruler as if from a god, but 
you can have them worship any god of your 
campaign world which seems appropriate to 
their aims. 

Preservers and Defilers: wizardly magic 
destroyed the planet of Athas, making it a 
harsh desert. Defilers are those wizards who 
use the magic which leeches the land, and 
preservers are those who use the magic that 
restores or does not leech the land. You can 
make both of these into general wizards in 
other campaign settings. 

Boxed text can be read to the players or 
paraphrased. 
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Introduction 


Begin the adventure with this section. 


It is one year after the Cerulean War. 
The city-state of Raam, once ruled by 
the mad sorcerer-queen Abalach-Re, has 
now fallen into extreme turmoil. With 
the sorcerer-queen dead, the templar 
have lost all of their powers. No one is 
in command and thus the city guard 
has fallen into disarray, leaving room 
for rioting and revolt. Since then, chaos 
has truly ensued. Riots and fighting 
are commonplace. Various factions are 
fighting for control of Raam. 


At this point, you will have to get the 
characters hooked up with the Veiled 
Alliance faction. This faction normally 
operates secretly, and is generally good in 
motives. The faction has been fighting to 
free the world from the sorcerer-kings for 
generations. The contact that the characters 
need to meet is a man named Kindar, who 
should not be known to the characters in 
advance. 


The Veiled Alliance 


The Veiled Alliance is a secret group of 
preservers who oppose defilers and the 
sorcerer-kings and protect other preservers. 
There is a different Veiled Alliance in each 
city-state. Their methods are usually secret 
and gradual. The Alliance is made up 
of various cells. The first-rank cells have 
contacts with the main council and with 
the second-rank cells just below them; the 
second-rank cells have contacts with the 
first-rank cell just above them and with the 
third-rank cells below them, etc. The Veiled 
Alliance is disliked by the public. This is 
due to the fact that the populace blames 
all wizards for the destruction of Athas, not 
just the defilers. For this reason they work 
underground, using hand and sentence 
signals to communicate. Three such signals 
follow. For more information, see the 
Veiled Alliance accessory. 


For general recognition in a casual 
conversation, the first speaker says “My 
father is a templar”. The listener responds 
with “My mother is a gardener”. The first 
speaker finishes the recognition with “You 
come of good stock”. 


For silent recognition, the person holds 
their hand up with the two middle fingers 
pressed together and the first and little 
fingers held apart from them slightly. The 
other person can respond with the same 
thing or, more commonly, a stare or nod. 

If a person seeks contact, they rub the left 
hand across the bottom of one’s face and 
mouth, as if imitating a veil. 


Encounter One 


This encounter gives the PCs a clear sense 
of their mission and to introduce them to 
Raam and to the Veiled Alliance. 


You walk down a bustling street in 
Raam, Vendors are setting their various 
wares. People of all races imaginable 
are scurrying to one place or another. 
The mighty sun is beating down on your 
heads with its sweltering heat. You follow 
the directions a Veiled Alliance member 
passed on to you last night when he asked 
you to meet with Kindar. You turn right 
and walk down a thin sand-swept alley. 
At the end of the alley you find a white, 
plastered adobe building. 

A thin wooden door faces you. 
Supposedly, this is the place where 
Kindar is going to meet you. 


The PCs must try to get a response from 
within the house. The Veiled Alliance code 
phrase would work (“You come of good 
stock”), A series of four fast knocks would 
also work or if they put both their palms 
out (towards the door) in the elven form of 
greeting. If they break down the door, they 
will be greeted by an angry response, and 
some quick explanations may be in order. 

When they do one of the above, present 
the following: 


The wooden door swings outward on 
half-destroyed hinges. A man appears 
in the entrance; you only see darkness 
behind him. He is clothed in scale 
mail. He has the characteristics of any 
gladiator: the chiselled muscles, held 
head, etc. In his right hand he hefts a 
steel battle axe, most definitely quite 
comfortable with it. You have never seen 
so much metal in one weapon before; it 
must truly be an item of some power. He 
looks you up and down, grunts, and then 
says: “Greetings, my friends. I am Dor, 
the guardian of this place. I am pleased 
that you could make it.” 


Pause for a response. Dor replies in a 
kind, but gruff way. He then bids them to 
follow him. He leads them down a short and 
windy staircase. It is quite dark and PCs 
with infravision do not have time for it to 
take effect. Dor will make conversation with 
them, but only in short, simple phrases, as 
if he doesn't really want to talk to them or 
have anything to do with them. 


As you reach the bottom of the stairs 
you are lead down a short and very dark 
corridor. Dor stops and opens another 
door, allowing a stream of light into the 
passageway and sending various t’rank 
scurrying for cover. You can barely make 
out their light green scales and gleaming 
red eyes. As they pass, you hear a light 
clicking sound coming from their mouths, 
obviously a territorial sign. 

Dor stands to the side and bids you 
enter. You file into the room and look 
about it. It is small, musty, and made 
out of a dark stone that seems to absorb 
all of the light. It smells of lamp oil. In 
the centre of the room lies a small desk, 
covered in parchments. A lamp rests 
upon it. Behind the desk sits an elf. He is 
tall, even for an elf; has a beard streaked 
with white and long hair of the same. He 
is lanky but fairly muscled. Deep circles 
surround his eyes. He appears very tired. 
As the elf looks up towards you, Dor 
gently closes the door behind you. 


Kindar will welcome the PCs warmly. He 
is obviously relieved to see them. He will 
ask them how they are and make small talk 
for a few minutes (the weather, how a local 
bar is doing these days, how Nora looks as 
wonderful as ever, etc.). He will then draw 
himself in and become serious. He describes 
to them the current situation in Raam and 
what he requires the PCs to do. Hopefully 
they will agree to help. Have him suggest 
that they could begin their mission at the 
Sunbathing Inix Bar, an establishment just 
down the street. He can tell them that it is 
where Toranthis is rumoured to stay often. 


“As I am sure you have seen. Raam has 
fallen into turmoil. Various factions 


are vying for the place of Abalach-Re. 
The Veiled Alliance is, of course, one of 
these factions. We must gain control, 
return Raam to order, and then help the 
city towards the changes that it greatly 
requires. Please, we need your help. 
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“The factions are mainly the merchants, 
an ex-gladiator who represents the slave 
population, the nobles and, of course, 
the templars. The templars are the real 
problem. They have many connections, 
many followers, many who believe that 
they could lead or who fear them. Some 
have begun to learn the powers of the 
elements and yet others are becoming 
amazing warriors. These are who we must 
strike out at. If we can break them, we 
can easily bring the others into our views. 
Unfortunately, we have no idea where 
they're organising or who their leader is. 

“The merchants are really powerless. 
They simply stand for the conversion of 
Raam into a giant trade centre. They do 
not have much backing and are afraid to 
come out into the open because of the 
templars. 

“The ex-gladiator's name is Toranthis. 
He is strongly against the merchants and 
the nobles. He wants the slaves freed 
immediately and will do almost anything 
to get his way. He has the backing of 
all those ex-slaves in the city-state, the 
families of slaves, fighters for freedom, 
and, of course, the slaves. He is a fighter, 
but seems to me to be a basically kind 
and reasonable man. 

“The nobles? Oh, all they want is to 
sit on their backsides, have their slaves 
do the work, get rich, and eat often. We 
need not fear them!” 


Kindar, em W16 (Preserver); AL LG; 
AC 12; MV 12; hp 54; Attack +5; #AT 1; 
Dmg 1d6 (staff); SA spells; SD spells; MR 
nil; SZ M; ML 13. 

Equipment: wand of lightning (10 
charges), potionfruit of extra healing, ring of 
invisibility. 

Spells per day: 7/7/6/6/5/3/2/1 

Kindar has been a member of the Veiled 
Alliance of Raam for over forty years. He 
is now on the Council and his opinion is 
highly respected. Of late he has been over- 
worked and has fallen ill as a result. This 
by no means dampens his abilities. He is a 
very kind and generous soul and is willing to 
listen to someone talk for hours about his or 
her problems. He will then think it over and 
give some titbit of advice, usually seeming 
brilliant at the time but later appearing 
perfectly simple. He is a true friend and 
usually has a spare shoulder built to be 


leaned on. Due to his looks and age he may 
appear fragile. This is not the case, far from 
it. In reality, he is a very powerful wizard and 
is perfectly willing to use that power for his 
cause, a cause in which he strongly believes. 


Dor, hm F14 (Gladiator): AL LG; AC 
18 (scale mail); MV 9; hp 105; Attack +17; 
#AT 2; Dmg 1d10+7 (steel great battle axe); 
SA mastery in great battle axe; SD nil; MR 
nil; Str 19; SZ M; ML 16. 

Equipment: ring of protection +2. 

Dor has been in the service of Kindar 
since he was a teenager. Kindar freed him 
from slavery and the gladiator pledged his 
life to him and to his cause. Since then, 
he has grown fiercely loyal and is perfectly 
willing to die for his companion and friend. 
Dor doesn’t talk much. He much prefers 
to show his feelings and opinions by direct 
action. By this he may seem mean or cruel, 
but is nothing of the sort. He can be gruff 
and brisk at times, but he means well. Over 
time he warms up a great deal. He also is an 
amazing fighter; one would not want to get 
on his bad side. 

Present the following once the PCs’ 
conversation with Kindar is done and he has 
said farewell and wished them luck. 


You leave the musty room and once again 
enter the dark and tight corridor beyond. 
Dor leads the way and opens the door to 
the outside world. He wishes you well 
arid eases the door shut behind you. You 
exit out into Raam, and are surprised to 
find night has fallen. The only light is that 
of Ral and Guthay, which shed a bluish 
luminescence upon the now-cool desert 
world of Athas. Most of the vendors have 
gone home for the night and the streets 
are nowhere near as bustling. 


Allow the PCs time to discuss a course of 
action. There is a bar nearby that seems to 
be open and still bustling. They might learn 
of the templar headquarters there, if they 
ask around. Let them walk for awhile then 
play the next encounter. If they head for the 
bar, which is Encounter III, play Encounter 
II on their way. 


Encounter Two 


In this encounter the PCs are attacked by 
a pair of assassins hired by the templars. 
The templars have learned of the PCs’ 
involvement, and have been tracking them. 
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This encounter should “wake them up” 
and show them that this is for real: the 
templars’ agents mean business and won't 
negotiate. It should even scare them a little. 
Present the following when you begin the 
encounter: 


As you walk, the street appears to get 
narrower. You suddenly find yourself at a 
dead end. A solid wall of adobe brick is 
right before you. This alley is a mere ten 
feet across and is swept high with desert 
sand. You must have made a wrong turn 
somewhere. As you spin to head out of 
the alleyway you are confronted by a 
fifteen-foot long centipede with a hard 
exoskeleton, a segmented back, and 
uncountable numbers of small clicking 
legs. Panic grasps you! That is no 
centipede! That is a cilops, a relentless 
hunter used by the templars! The 
templars! You hear a shriek behind you 
and you swivel. Appearing out of nowhere 
are two tall and muscled men. One wears 
a tight fitting black outft, obviously 
allowing total of freedom of movement 
but providing many hiding places. The 
other is clothed in a tight skirt of sorts 
and his arms are encircled by snake-like 
metal bands. His chest tightens as he 
brings his trikal to bear. The other readies 
his wooden sword as he hisses through 
clenched teeth: 

“Veiled Alliance scum! I have greatly 
looked forward to this meeting. In the 
name of Ckladish you shall die!” 

You are cornered between them and 
two twenty-foot-high walls! 


The two assassins fight until they are 
each down to ten hit points, at which point 
they vanish through the surrounding walls. 
The cilops fights until dead. The sudden 
alleyway was caused by an illusionary wall 
spell that Orkak cast. This is why they can 
suddenly appear and disappear. 

PCs can make an Intelligence check 
to notice or attempt to dispel illusion. 
This information might be used to their 
advantage. 


Wiendar, templar-hired assassin, hm 
F10 (Gladiator): AL CE; AC 16; MV 12; 
hp 100; Attack +15; #AT 3/2; Dmg 1d10+6 
(trikal); SA mastery in trikal, can use martial 
arts attacks; SD nil; MR nil; SZ M; ML 15. 

Equipment: bracers of defence AC 16, 
trikal, 20 gp. 
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Wiendar is a cruel and vicious man, loving 
nothing more than the crunch of bone 
and the smell of blood in the gladiatorial 
games. He quickly grew bored with these, 
however, and “expanded his horizons”. He 
found favour with the powerful templars 
(at that time Abalach-Re was still alive) and 
quickly became a commonly used method 
to terminate unnecessary people. He now 
fights for them with the hope that they 
will gain control over the city-state (he is, 
of course, also very well paid). If the PCs 
capture or subdue him, and then question 
him, he will act very sure of himself and will 
fill the air with curses at their meddlesome 
hides. He will tell them only that they might 
learn more at the Sunbathing Inix Bar. 
Other than that he knows little and would 
rather die than tell. 


Orkak, templar-hired assassin, em 
B13: AL NE; AC 14; MV 12; hp 66; Attack 
+6: #AT 1; Dmg 1d8 (long sword) or 1d4 
(poisoned dagger); SA rogue skills, paralytic 
poison: SD nil: MR nil; SZ M; ML 15. 

Equipment: Outfit of mekillot hide (this 
allows the wearer to conceal all objects on 
his person with 75% chance of success), 
spell components, vial of Type O poison, a 
small silver flute worth 2 gp, 20 gp 

Orkak is a man to be reckoned with. He 
sees himself as a very powerful man. He is 
ambitious and extremely self centred. All 
he wants is gold and power. For this reason 
he works for the templars. He believes that 
if they gain control over Raam he will gain 
the power he has so desired. He has the 
same attitude about talking to the PCs as 
Wiendar. 
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Cilops: AL N; AC 17 (chitinous hide); 
MV 15: HD 5; hp 40; Attack +5; #AT 1; 
Dmg 2d6 (pincers); SA see below; SD 
nil; MR nil; SZ L (15’); ML 17; XP 420; 
DSMC3/62. 

SA: While listed as one attack, the cilops 
may attempt to bite three times. If the first 
set of pincers hit its target, the second and 
third sets automatically hit for 3d6 each. If 
the first set misses, the cilops may attempt 
with the second set. If this set hits, the third 
set automatically hits for 2d6 damage. The 
cilops may also attack with its antennae; if 
successful the victim must save vs. paralysis, 
If they fail, they suffer a shock to the nervous 
system and are stunned for one turn. 


Encounter Three 


This encounter can be changed to fit the 
PCs’ actions. As shown here it is in a bar 
called the Sunbathing Inix, hinted at by 
Kindar and possibly, with Encounter Two. 
The information acquired here could also 
be found at a store or from asking around. 
Make sure the PCs meet with Toranthis. 
The information found here will tell the PCs 
where the templars’ main base is located 
and a bit about it. With that they should be 
able to deal with the templars, then move 
on to dealing with the other parties bidding 
for power over Raam. This encounter takes 
place soon after Encounter Two. 


You walk down the almost empty street, 
Beggars line the outer edges and the 
alleys, although most others have gone 
home for the day. It is dark. Ral and 
Guthay are almost to the zenith in the 
sky. On your left stands what you seek, 
the Sunbathing Inix Bar. Above the door 
is a wooden sign depicting an inix with 
a foaming tankard in its hand under the 
mighty sun. 

As you enter, you are assailed by sight 
and smell, This spot in Raam must be 
nocturnal. It smells of sweat and bodies, 
accentuated by that of strong drink. A 
tall elven woman stands behind the bar, 
handing drinks to some, accepting money 
from others, talking with yet another. At 
the door to the back room, behind the 
bar, stands a large and hairy half-giant 
guard, watching over the room, Tables 
are splayed across the small room in no 
apparent order, and creatures of all races 
laugh, talk, and make deals over food and 
drink. 
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If the characters approach the bar, they 
are slowed by the density of the crowd 
but make it to Mila, the bartender. If they 
approach various others, you can use some 
of the given personalities or you are free to 
do almost whatever you want. Just make 
sure to give each person an interesting, if 
slightly drunk, character. 


Mila 


You head for the bar, swinging this way 
and that to avoid the scattering of tables 
and various people. Surprisingly, the bar 
is quite crowded, You push your way 
through the line of people standing at the 
bar and face the bartender. She is elven 
and stands nearly seven and a half feet 
tall. She wears her gleaming blond hair in 
a ponytail that goes almost to her knees. 
She is clothed in a patched and raggedy 
tunic and wears tight inix-hide leggings, 
dyed a brilliant yellow. She is adorned by 
silver earrings, running up the edge of her 
whole ears, and various bands encircle 
her slim arms. She turns her attention 
towards you as you approach, smiles, and 
winks her left eye. 


The best way to get her to talk is to order 
food and drink. She has no menu but can 
tell you what she has. In drink she has 
everything imaginable, from Asticles wine to 
the fruity Sunbathing Inix Cocktail. Tonight 
her special is fillet of inix with a spicy sauce. 
The PCs may engage in conversation with 
her; she loves to talk and loves to listen, 
although she knows little substantial or 
important facts. 


Sample Dialogue 

“Can I get ye all a drink? I'll be having 
anythin’ you can be imaginin’. Ye name it 
and the Sunbathing Inix has it.” 

“Ye wantin’ to be talkin’, ye say? We'll I'll 
be as good as any at that.” (The patrons roar 
their agreement.) 

“Ye want to learn of the templars, ye say? 
Well, I'll not be knowin’ too much about 
that ‘un. All this political stuff doesn't really 
affect me, so why should I bein’ a worryin’ 
about it? Of course, if ye are really lookin’ to 
know, then I suggest you talk to ol Toranthis. 
He be a knowing plenty about all that. Ye 
see, he be involved in it all somehow.” 

Mila knows nothing about the political 
intrigue or about any of the various factions. 


She will talk about anything, however. If 
the PCs persist then she will point them 
to Toranthis (the PCs should recognise the 
name as that of the slave faction leader), 
who drinks in the semi-privacy of a small 
corner booth. 

Various sample 
assortment of patrons: 

An old dwarf who smells strongly of drink: 
“What do ye want! Get out of my face! Can't 
ye see that I’m busy getting drunk here?” 

A beautiful half-elven woman, who wears 
none too much clothing: “Looking for a 
good time boys? I’ve got me a place just 
down the street... What? Well, go where my 
ample talents are wanted!” 

An extremely sober, but highly depressed 
gladiator: “What? Oh, its just been a very 
hard day. Looking for some information 
about the templars? Yeah, you sorta look 
like those Veiled Alliance types. Well, I 
suggest going over and asking Toranthis. He 
seems to know about this sorts thing. No, 
drink wouldn't help!” 

A rather outraged thri-kreen, who 
happens to be verbally fighting one of the 
other patrons. The PCs accidentally bump 
into his rather large carapace: “Go to the 
Black, bud! What by the light of Ral do you 
think you're looking at? Do you like have a 
‘becoming dinner’ wish or something!” 


dialogue from an 


Toranthis 


You swerve past various tables, finally 
arriving at the corner booth. There sits 
who you assume is Toranthis. He is a 
human gladiator, of highly muscled build. 
He wears a cloak but it is pulled back to 
reveal his chest and the sharp weapons 
attached to his belt. He must be an ex- 
slave, for there are the characteristic 
whip marks strung across his mighty 
arms, face, and chest. There is also a 
scar running from the bottom of one ear 
to his chin. His eyes are scanning the 
room, scrutinising each of the patrons in 
turn, apparently able to tell the person’s 
thoughts. The gladiator’s face is like a 
blank slate, not shedding any hint of his 
emotions or feelings. As you approach, 
he turns his eyes upward to regard you. 


Toranthis, although serious and slightly 
depressed with the current nature of Raam, 
is perfectly willing to talk with the PCs. If 
they wish him on their side, it is a simple 
enough task. 
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All he wants is the slaves to be free. He 
knows that he, by himself, cannot do it. 
Thus once he sees that the PCs are good 
and strong people, he will agree to side with 
them and the Veiled Alliance. 

Toranthis is a bit gruff, like any gladiator, 
and he is emotionally scarred by his many 
years as a slave. Due to this, he will not 
discuss anything of the past and will allow a 
slight snarl to emit whenever the subject is 
the templars. He hates these with a passion. 
Basically he is a kind and intelligent person, 
often surprising people since his looks hint 
otherwise. 

He will ask questions and will talk. He is 
a curious person. The different races and 
cultures fascinate him. He is extremely 
knowledgeable of things of gladiatorial 
nature but refuses to talk of these. 


“Their leader is a man named Ckladish. 
He is a powerful defiler, one of the ex- 
tyrant Abalach-Re’s favourites. He is 
utterly ruthless and will stop at nothing 
to gain the now empty throne of Raam. 
He will use assassins or others to do his 
handiwork for him. I fear that he might 
succeed and that Raam will fall into even 
greater evil and chaos, and that the slaves 
of this city-state will never be freed. 
“They lie in hiding under a building 
near the Trade Court, They fear that if 
they show themselves then the citizens 
will tear them apart. They are only 
waiting, biding their time, before they 
attack and take Raam for their own. 
I have heard rumours that to enter the 
hideout requires answering some form of 
riddle and that you must answer correctly 
before the magical doorway will let you 
pass. Beware that riddle! The hideout is 
under the Shimmering Sands Inn. I must 
warn you however, that if you get past the 
riddle then you may not survive. Ckladish 
is most powerful and will not hesitate to 
destroy you. What is it you plan to do?” 


Encounter Four 


In this encounter the PCs will go to the 
Shimmering Sands Inn, in the Trade Court, 
and hopefully find a way into the templar 
headquarters. There, they will negotiate, 
which is almost impossible, or, more likely, 
fight to the death. The PCs may go to the 
Shimmering Sands Inn immediately after 
they learn of its existence from Toranthis (it 
is open all the time). 
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Rooms for the night are available from 
Mila or they can find lodging at a hundred 
other places. If they spend the night resting 
then they get to pick new spells and perhaps 
refill any psionic strength points lost. 


You set off for the Shimmering Sands 
Inn. It is easy to find the Trade Court, for 
you can hear the sounds of bartering for 
many city blocks. When you finally reach 
the plaza, you see that it is bustling with 
people. Elves try to rip off their latest 
customers, thieves busily practice their 
trade to the dismay of many a merchant, 
and other creatures of all races including 
gith, half-giant, thri-kreen, and even a 
pterran scurry here and there. On the 
far side of the plaza you catch sight of 
the subject of your search. You head 
that way, weaving through the various 
vending stalls and peoples. You finally 
push yourselves through the door. 


The Shimmering Sands Inn 


It is a small and musty place crammed to 
overflowing with demihuman bodies. It 
is also one of the louder places you have 
visited, for people cheer and yell curses at 
each other. On the far side of the room is 
a door. You were instructed that beyond it 
is a corridor and a secret door on the left 
will give way to a set of spiralling stairs. 
You head that way; nobody even really 
aware of your passing. You pass through 
the door and enter a well-lit corridor. It 
is only one mekillot’s length long. At the 
end is a set of stairs. You assume they 
lead to the rooms above. 


The PCs must find the secret door. They 
know its general location so give them +1 
bonuses to checks. Present the following 
when they find the secret door: 


You hear a click and a stone slab slides 
away to reveal a spiral staircase. Once 
through the door, it slides back into 
place. You descend the stairway for about 
20 feet and come out into a dark corridor, 
Those of you with infravision can now see 
the myriad heat patterns of the walls and 
your companions swirling about you. The 
corridor leads to a large room. To your 
surprise the room is brightly lit. At the far 
wall stand two giant statues with, what 
you believe to be a door between them. 


The room is 30’ long, 20’ wide, and 20’ 
high. All the walls are made of stone and 
the floor is covered in a painted tile design, 
in mosaic style. On the way to the statues 
there are a series of 20 dart traps. These 
are mainly in the centre of the room, so if 
the PCs go along the sides they only have 
a 1 in 100 chance of being hit. If they walk 
straight down the centre, they have a 20 in 
100 chance of stepping on the incorrect the 
and setting off the dart trap. Roll percentile 
die. The darts do 1d4+1 points of damage if 
they hit. The mechanism that shoots out the 
darts is at about the 4’ level, so a levitation 
spell would prevent any damage. There are 
no traps in a 5’ square around the statues. 


You now stand before the two statues. 
They stand almost fifteen feet high and 
are made of obsidian, They are excellently 
crafted and the light shimmers off their 
polished surface. They are about five feet 
apart and between them sits a six-foot 
high door. Above the door, carved into 
the stone is what you assume to be the 
riddle of which you were told. It reads: 

“To pass beyond these guardians tell me 
one thing. Our mighty, but unfortunately 
deceased sorcerer-queen Abalach-Re 
was a child of a far greater power. This 
power spawned, to do his handiwork 
during the Cleansing Wars, the Thirteen 
Champions. She was one of these. Pray 
tell, who was that higher power?” Below 
the riddle is another small phrase. It 
reads. “Beware — if you enter unbidden, 
then be prepared to perish.” 


The PCs must answer the question to pass 
beyond the magically sealed door and pass 
beyond The Protectors. The only correct 
answer is The Mighty First Sorcerer Rajaat. 
They only get five guesses, so make sure you 
know how many times they have addressed 
the door. If the characters only give part of 
the answer, this is treated as an incorrect 
answer. Magic, psionics, or physical force 
have no effect on the door. 

If they have failed, after the five guesses, 
the two statues become animate as obsidian 
golems and attack. If the PCs destroy these, 
then the door becomes unsealed and they 
may pass safely. 

If they get the correct answer by any 
means (including divination magic), and 
speak it towards the statues and the door, 
then the statues will stay frozen and the 
door will swing mysteriously open. 


Obsidian Golems (2): AL N; AC 16; 
MV 6; HD 12; hp 96; Attack +12; #AT 1; 
Dmg 4d10 (fist); SA fist smash; SD immune 
to spells cast by 7th level or lower casters; 
MR nil; SZ L (15’); ML 20; XP 9,000; 
DSMC3/147. 

Instead of a normal attack, an obsidian 
golem can smash its two fists together. This 
has two effects. 

Firstly, it causes all who hear to be 
stunned (all initiative and attack rolls are at 
-4 due to this). 

Secondly, it sprays all in the near area 
with obsidian shards — all within 20’ take 
1d6 points of damage and must save vs, 
poison; those who fail take 1d10 points of 
additional damage and those who save take 
only 1d4 points of additional damage. 
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Once the PCs pass through the magically 
warded gate, they will enter the templar’s 
hideout. Now they will have to deal with 
them. If the PCs sneak into the room, then 
Ckladish and his minions will be sitting 
down at the scattering of tables. They'll be 
drinking and conversing with each other. 
If the PCs attack immediately, then they 
gain initiative automatically. If they do not 
attack immediately, then Ckladish and his 
men have time to get prepared and the PCs 
lose the initiative bonus. 


You pass through the door and find 
yourself in a huge chamber. It is well lit 
and well furnished. On the far side of 
the room is a scattering of tables with 
tipped over and empty tankards spread 
upon them, There is also a weapons 
rack to your left and a small bookshelf 
next to that. The users of the tankards 
seem to be absent but the room is far 
from uninhabited. As your eyes scan the 
room they focus a mere ten feet before 
you. There are a few dressed in templar 
garb, a large and burly half-giant, and the 
two people who tried to kill you in the 
alleyway. Behind them stands a rather old 
man in a swirling black cassock. 


These are the templar ranks. The one in 
back is the mighty defiler Ckladish. In front 
of him stand a few other templars, a half- 
giant guard, and Wiendar and Orkak. The 
PCs may try to reason with the obviously 
bloodthirsty troupe, or they can attack. 
Before they have a chance to attack, 
however, Ckladish says the following: 


Ckladish spits on the floor, a great insult 
for it is a waste of precious water. 

“So, you are those who aid my most 
wretched enemies, the Veiled Alliance. 
Well, you will no longer stand in my way 
to the throne of Raam.” He signals to his 
followers, “Kill them. Kill them all.” 


Those in front of Ckladish rush in for the 
attack. If the PCs succeed in destroying 
them, then the templars will no longer be a 
problem. Wiendar and Orkak have the same 
stats as they had before, and have healed 
since Encounter Two. If they were killed 
earlier, remove them from this encounter. 
If Ckladish is killed, then the faction will 
disintegrate. 

In the first round Ckladish will step back 
and cast wall of force in front of him. From 
his now protected position he will pester 


and talk to the PCs as they are forced to 
deal with his minions, When two or more 
of his minions are destroyed, he will cast 
offensive spells. Then the real battle begins. 


Ckladish, hm W(Defiler)14: AL LE; 
AC 14; MV 12; hp 44; Attack +4; #AT 1; 
Dmg 1d4 (dagger); SA spells; SD spells; 
MR nil; SZ M; ML 19. 

Spells: 1st level—burning hands (x3), 
colour spray (x2), enlarge, feather fall; 2nd 
level—continual light, darkness 15’ radius, 
invisibility (x2), levitate, web (x2); 3rd level— 
dispel magic, fireball, fly, haste, lightning bolt 
(x2); 4th level—dimension door, Evard’s black 
tentacles, fear (x2), stoneskin; 5th level— 
cone of cold, conjure elemental, wall of force, 
telekinesis; 6th level—transmute water to dust, 
true seeing; 7th level—reverse gravity 


Lor, half-giant male F8: AL CN; AC 
13; MV 15; hp 88; Attack +14; AT 3/2; 
Dmg 1d6+9 (datchi club); SA specialised in 
datchi club; SD nil; MR nil; Str 21; SZ M; 
ML 18. 


Harkain, hef W(Defiler) 2: AL CE; 
AC 12; MV 12; hp 8; Attack +0; #AT 1; 
Dmg 1d6 (staff); SA spells; SD spells; MR 
nil; SZ M; ML 16. Spells: 1st level—burning 
bands, magic missile (x2), shield. 


Encounter Five 


In this encounter, the characters will bump 
into the leader of the merchant faction, who 
will be talking with the leader of the noble 
faction. The PCs will attempt to persuade 
them to either back off or join with the 
Veiled Alliance. This will be an easy thing 
to do, involving only a few firm words and 
a few guarantees. This encounter is set in 
the streets of Raam. Feel free to move it to 
a location or setting that fits the moment. 


You walk out of the secret door and find 
yourselves back in the Shimmering Sands 
Inn. You believe that the templar faction 
has been neutralised. The bar area is not 
as crowded, for it is now late afternoon. 
The rather fat, dwarven bartender 
snoozes behind the counter and only a 
few patrons are scattered about at various 
tables. 


At this point the PCs can do basically 
whatever they want. If they want a drink or 
a meal, fine. 


1) 


After some time has passed and the PCs 
have gone a ways through the streets of 
Raam present the following: 


As you walk through the now crowded 
city streets of Raam you hear a snippet of 
conversation that catches your attention: 

“All I want, sir nobleman, is free trade 
and free commerce. That cannot be much 
of a thing to ask if you gain control. We 
will offer you our support and a 5% cut on 
my profits for the next ten years. Now...” 


This is a conversation between Amicus, 
leader of the nobleman faction, and Farndii, 
leader of the merchant faction. They are 
discussing the merger of their factions, for 
certain benefits. They are standing by a 
small silk vendor's stall. Assuming the PCs 
step in, then the discussion should continue 
with representatives of the Veiled Alliance 
faction. 

The PCs have the support of the Veiled 
Alliance and Raam’s slave faction, and they 
have rid the city-state of the shadow of 
Abalach-Re’s former templars. If they can 
bargain successfully with the merchant and 
the nobleman this is a huge ‘chip’ in any 
ensuing negotiations. 

The nobles will bend to the Veiled 
Alliance if they are promised a say in all that 
occurs and if they are allowed to keep their 
estates and all former powers. For this they 
might be willing to pay their slaves or even 
set them free. 

All the merchants want is some 
established trade rules, a seat of power in 
the new government, and a section of the 
city-state that remains dedicated to trade 
and commerce. 

Both these factions were afraid of the 
templars. Since that cloud has been lifted, 
they are much more cooperative. 

Make sure to give the nobleman 
appropriate arrogance when he is making 
his demands, and the merchant a properly 
odd accent. 

Once the PCs have concluded the 
negotiations, present the following: 


You leave them just after the sun has 
vanished over the horizon and Ral and 
Guthay have made themselves known, 
You are rather pleased with yourselves 
and you dare to hope that the Veiled 
Alliance has gained control of the city- 
state, You now head for Kindar, to tell 
him of all that has transpired. 
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Encounter Six 


In this encounter the PCs report back to 
Kindar and tell him of all that has transpired. 
He then sends messengers out to summon 
the leaders of the various factions. After 
they have arrived, a dinner/negotiation will 
transpire. It should give the PCs a chance 
to talk to or deal with any of the NPC 
personalities they have encountered in this 
adventure. 

Present the following once the PCs have 
succeeded in getting the door of Kindar’s 
headquarters open: 


Once again you are greeted by the 
inhospitable face of the gladiator guard 
Dor. Upon seeing you he says. “Back so 
soon? None the worse for wear either. I’m 
sure Kindar will be most glad to see you 
and hear whatever it is you have to say.” 

You are led down the stairs and the 
dark corridor again and then Dor once 
again ushers you into Kindar’s office. 
Upon seeing you Kindar half jumps from 
his chair with the excitement. 


Kindar will inquire as to what has 
occurred. He will be kind as always. If any 
of the PCs died, he will offer his extreme 
condolences. If any of the PCs are wounded, 
Dor will tend to their wounds after this little 
scene is over. 


If not, go on to the paragraph following 
that one. Either way, read the second 
paragraph. Alter as necessary what he says 
to the PCs’ reactions during his dialogue, to 
what exactly has occurred, and to what the 
PCs desire. 

After the report, Kindar asks if they 
would like to stay for dinner. He waits for 
a response. If they refuse then he will press 
them until they say yes. Once they agree, he 
calls in Dor; they hold a brief conversation 
in whispers, and then Dor rushes out of the 
room. Once this happens Kindar continues: 


“As I speak messengers are being sent 
across the city to summon the leaders 
of the various factions. We will dine with 
them. Hopefully, it will show them all 
that the Veiled Alliance is on the side of 
the citizens of Raam. With a bit of proper 
diplomacy we might even be able to make 
a few plans for the future. Now please, I 
have had baths prepared for you in the 
next room.” 

Kindar gestures to his right where a 
wooden door stands. 

“I shall see you in but an hour. Once 
again I thank you.” 


The PCs are ushered into the adjoining 
room. A section is draped off for the use of 
female PCs if needed. 


Large tubs of ceramic are filled with 
steaming water and various soaps and 
perfumes line the rims. It is obvious that 
the Veiled Alliance wants to thank the PCs 
for their services and has spared no expense 
in doing so. If the PCs want healing and 
bandaging, then all they have to do is ask 
and Dor will appears. He applies poultices 
and bandages. He feeds the PCs healing 
fruits, After the process, all who are tended 
regain 3d8 hit points. 

A few moments after the PCs are ready, a 
knock sounds on the now closed door. Dor 
then says, “Kindar is ready for you now.” 

If the PCs try to talk to Dor, he grunts 
more then converses. He is willing, however, 
to talk to some extent, 

When the PCs leave the bath room, 
present the following: 


As you go back into Kindar’s office the 
first thing you notice is the fact that it 
looks totally different. It is the definition 
of elegant. The cool stones are now 
covered with tapestries depicting various 
architectural feats in Raam. The pungent 
torches have been removed and replaced 
by a single light source. You assume that 
light source is enchanted. Kindar's desk 
has been removed and replaced by a long 
table of elegantly carved agafari wood. 
Resting on the table are a number of 
glass place settings, including amazingly 
folded napkins of fine silk. Surrounding 
the table are twelve chairs, each of carved 
wood matching the table. At the head 
of the table sits Kindar, dressed in a fine 
robe of pure white. Also seated at the 
table are Toranthis, Amicus, and Farndii. 
Next to Amicus, the noble faction leader, 
sits a beautiful half-elf. She is dressed in a 
silk gown and wears various jewels. From 
the way Amicus treats her you assume 
she is his wife, Amicus and Farndii wear 
some of the fanciest clothes you have 
ever seen. Toranthis looks just as you last 
saw him — bare muscled chest, scarred 
face, and carrying many weapons. Dor 
walks around the table to sit next to his 
friend and master. Kindar bids you to sit. 


Now it is up to you, the DM, to make 
the dinner work. Provided is a description 
of the food and some sample dialogue from 
each PC. You can do almost anything, just 
make sure it fits the NPC with whom you 
are doing it. 
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The Food 


A half-elf dressed in leather serves 
throughout the evening. Whenever he gets 
food, he goes through a small door in the 
wall near to the baths. The door is always 
shut, except for the few moments in which 
he is passing in or out. 

First served is a rich stew of inix. Also 
on the table, constantly being refilled, are 
various bread baskets. Wine is also served, 
first thing, and is constantly refilled. It is 
the finest in all of the Tablelands, Asticles 
wine. If the PCs ask for something else to 
drink, the serving boy replies in a “yes, sir; 
anything you say, sir’ manner. He gets them 
whatever they ask for, within reason. 

The main course consists of a fine mekillot 
steak in a wine and berry sauce. After 
everyone has finished, the desert is served. 
It consists of a very sweet kank nectar in a 
pastry, fine, crumbly, and sweet. 


Sample Dialogue 


Toranthis: “Finally the slaves shall be 
free! It shall be so marvellous. I’ve waited all 
of my life for this moment. I thank you all 
for making it possible.” He will stare intently 
at each of the PCs and at the other faction 
leaders. To any gladiator he will say, “You 
look like a fellow fighter, my friend. Tell me, 
what weapon and tactic do you prefer?” 

Amicus: “As long as the nobles get to 
keep their estates all will be well. Give up 
our slaves? Ridiculous! Well, as long as we 
have a spokesperson in the new government 
we will be willing to pay them. Yes, yes, I 
understand that they would have the choice 
to leave us. Then, we shall just have to hire 
help. We can manage, I think.” 

Lari, Arnicus’ wife: “Oh, me? I'm 
Amicus’ wife. Married ten years.” She is a 
very kind person and loves Amicus greatly. 
She, however, feel no qualms about flirting 
with other men. She does so profusely 
during the dinner, She is knowledgeable 
about all things in Raam and could easily 
hold a conversation on any topic. She is also 
curious about things out of the city-state, 
for she has never been far. 

Farndii: “We need a bigger trade centre! 
That is Raam’s only important problem. 
If we enlarge our trade and make laws to 
govern it then things will function much 
better. That way the government will also be 
able to collect taxes and tariffs on out-of- 
city-state trade. It will be good for all of us!” 


When you feel that the dinner is at an 
end, present the following: 
Kindar coughs politely. When he has the 
attention of all assembled he rises and says, 


“Well, my friends. I believe that this 
evening we have seen the beginning 
of something great. We have seen the 
beginning of a new Raam. May it be 
happy and prosperous! I would like to 
thank these noble adventurers for aiding 
us in the creation of that new Raam.” 

Applause fills the room. When it finally 
ebbs Kindar continues. 

“Now I believe we should adjourn 
and get some sleep this night, Thank 
you all for coming. Toranthis, Amicus, 
and Farndii, I would like to see you all 
here tomorrow morning For further 
negotiations. Adventurers, you are free to 
do as you will. However, I would only ask 
that you present yourselves in one week’s 
rime, when we shall address the populace 
of Raam.” 

With that, dinner is adjourned. 


Conclusion 


One week has passed. It has been a busy 
one as the various faction leaders have 
made deals and signed agreements. You 
now stand on a platform, overlooking the 
Trade Court, filled with the populace of 
Raam, including the slaves. To your left 
stand all of the faction leaders, Toranthis. 
Amicus, and Farndii. In front of you 
stands Kindar. He holds a magical device 
that will allow his voice to be heard across 
the city-state: 

“My friends and fellow citizens, the 
tyrannical reign of the sorcerer-queen 
Abalach-Re and her minions has finally 
come to an end! You now have a council 
of rulers, one signifying each of your 
perspectives. We will not rule over you, 
but will rule for you. Hopefully, now the 
desert winds and our mighty sun will 
not be quite as harsh. All the slaves are 
free! The gladiatorial games are at an 
end! And, happiness is finally within our 
grasp!” 
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LAST STAND AT OUTPOST THREE 


Last Stand at Outpost Three starts anew DARK SUN campaign 
with a bang — the PCs meet in a trading outpost under siege by 
marauding elves. As the siege wears on, the trapped denizens of 
Outpost Three realise that something is driving the elves to attack 
heedless of their casualties. The PCs can figure out who's behind 
the elf attacks and either save the outpost or lead its evacuation. 

Regardless of the choices they make, the players get a chance 
to try out the abilities of their new PCs, and they have a built-in 
reason to adventure together in the future — they'll all be survivors 
of the Last Stand at Outpost Three. 

Last Stand at Outpost Three was also designed to provide 
NPCs who will be generally useful in an ongoing DARK SUN 
campaign. Elf bandits, thri-kreen hunters, and psionic healers are 
staple NPCs in many DARK SUN games. The adventure also gives 
you room to improvise as a DM. You have a great degree of control 
over the adventure’s pacing, and there are numerous places where 
you can insert adventure seeds that can blossom as your campaign 
continues beyond Last Stand at Outpost Three. 


Adventure Preparation 


Before you run the first session of Last Stand at Outpost Three, 
familiarise yourself with the capabilities of the major NPCs, 
especially Laalarash, Gorgoreth, and Haalak. The PCs have a 
great degree of freedom in this adventure. They can defend the 
walls of the outpost to the last man. They can try to negotiate 
with the elves, with the leaders in the outpost, and eventually with 
Karadao himself. They can wash their hands of the entire affair and 
begin the trek back to civilisation. The better you understand the 
motivations and abilities of the major NPCs, the more prepared 
you'll be when the PCs start getting clever. 

If you're using this adventure as the start to your DARK SUN 
campaign, tell the players to build whatever character they like, 
subject to the rules in the Dark Sun Campaign Guide (and Dark 
Sun Campaign Options, if you are using that supplement). Then 
imagine a reason why their new character would be at Outpost 
Three, a caravan stop in the stony barrens southwest of Urik. 

Because Outpost Three has the only known water source for 
many miles, creatures of all races, castes, and classes can be found 
here. PCs might be hunters who've come to sell hides, caravan 
guards, elemental clerics preaching to the denizens of the outpost, 
or simply travellers on their way to or from Urik or Tyr. If the PCs 
want to establish how they know each other, so much the better. 
But the very first encounter is explicitly designed to turn strangers 
into comrades-in-arms. 


Adventure Background 


Years ago, a powerful cabal of psions known as the Order researched 
the connection between necromantic power and psionic energy. 
One of the fruits of their research were the rods of the dead mind, 
powerful psionic items that converted psionic energy into negative 
energy. With a rod of the dead mind, a psion can turn and control 
undead much like a cleric can. 

The Order only created eight of the rods. They planned to create 
more, but a few years ago most of the Order’s leaders were killed 
when a plot to seize control of all Athas’s psionic energy went awry. 
Fleeing underlings of the Order absconded with the rods. 


Since then, they've passed through many hands. At least three 
are believed to be in Hamanu’s vaults in Destiny's Kingdom. 

Karadao is the child of one of those minions who claimed a rod 
of the dead mind when the Order disintegrated. This rod remained 
in his family but, because none of them were psions, they remained 
ignorant of its power. 

Not so for Karadao. An accomplished psionicist, Karadao 
figured out how to use the rod of the dead mind, and his research 
uncovered a further secret. If a psion possesses more than one rod 
of the dead mind, the powers of the rod are multiplied, not just 
added together. Karadao isn’t sure how powerful the multiplier is, 
but he’s desperate to find out. 

For years, Karadao researched the rods of the dead mind. When 
mundane research failed, Karadao resorted to magic. Six months 
ago, he paid a princely sum to a druid of the Ringing Mountains 
for a commune spell. Based on what the druid told him, Karadao 
knows now that a second rod of the dead mind lies at the bottom of 
the well at Outpost Three. 

Karadao visited Outpost Three disguised as a traveller, but he 
learned that only members of the Klethira merchant house can get 
into the well-house itself — and in any case, it’s the best-guarded 
building in the outpost. Disappointed. Karadao retreated to the 
Red Tower, an abandoned fortress built by the Order, to plot his 
next move. 

He didn’t have to wait long. The Swiftwing elf tribe soon came to 
investigate the Red Tower's new inhabitant, and Karadao promptly 
dominated their leader, Haalak. Karadao forced Haalak to start 
giving his tribe redleaf, an addictive smoking-weed that gives users 
a sense of indestructibility and renders them more suggestible. 
Karadao repeated this process with two other elf tribes, the 
Silverseekers and the Nightcloaks, and now he has a small army at 
his command. Karadao need only visit each elf chief every few days 
and provide more redleaf from the stash in his tower, and the elves 
will do as he bids. 

Karadao’s elves have now surrounded Outpost Three, trapping 
a caravan inside. They attack every night shortly after sunset, 
slipping back into the stony barrens when it grows too dark to 
fight. Sometimes they attack again before dawn. 

The outpost chief, Gorgoreth, and the caravan master, Laalarash, 
have mustered every able-bodied creature to man the walls of the 
outpost and repel the elves who seem determined to seize Outpost 
Three regardless of any casualties they take. 


Adventure Synopsis 


The adventure begins at sunset on the third day of the siege, when 
Laalarash assigns part of the northeast wall to a mix of otherwise 
unaffiliated defenders — the PCs, in other words. They repel an 
elven assault, then a second one later that night. The following day, 
they might have a prisoner to interrogate, and they'll see evidence 
of a rift between Laalarash and Gorgoreth. 

The following night, a duststorm engulfs Outpost Three, 
temporarily driving off the elves. Yet there is no relief for the 
Outpost, for Karadao sends lesser thinking zombies against them. 

As the situation grows more desperate, the PCs strike out from 
Outpost Three (either of their own volition or as part of Gorgoreth’s 
plot). 
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Chapter One: Under Siege 


The elves have been making hit-and-run attacks on Outpost Three 
for two days, and the outpost’s defenders are nervous, exhausted, 
and in many cases wounded. 

The battles throughout the night are a chance for the players to 
get used to the abilities of their new PCs and practise teamwork. 
Accordingly, you have control over the pacing of the first four 
encounters. If the PCs are doing well, start the next encounter 
just as the PCs are finishing off the previous encounter. If the 
PCs are low on hit points, give them a few rounds to heal before 
starting the next encounter. If the PCs’ spells and powers are badly 
depleted, save the rest of the encounters in Chapter One for a pre- 
dawn attack and give the PCs time to rest and recover. 

As you run the first four encounters, keep track of elves who reach 
negative hit points, tracking whether they stabilise or eventually 
succumb to their wounds. When the battle’s over, it’s possible the 
PCs take an unconscious but living elf captive for interrogation. 


Elves on the Wire 
Light: Twilight (see movement at 500 yards, see type at 150 
yards; double for creatures with infravision). 
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Sound: Elven whoops and war cries (automatic detection). 

Reaction: To casualties — elves make fighting withdrawal into 
the stone field. 

Auras: Faint psionic (tattoo of concealing amorpha, psychokinesis). 
faint psionic (tattoo of animal affinity, psychometabolism), 2 faint 
magic (potion of cure light wounds, necromancy). 

Important Rules: Hide in shadows and cover (sniping, creating 
a diversion to hide). 


For the last two nights, you've been trapped at Outpost Three, 
a small trading post and oasis northwest of Urik. Elves have 
attacked every night, sniping at anyone visible during the day. At 
sunset, you share a meal with many of the outpost’s defenders. 
You see dozens of weary faces, and many bandaged bodies. 

You're wiping out your bowls when you hear the cry from the 
well-house that provides the best vantage point in the outpost: 
“Elves! Archers to the north! And the east! They're on all sides!” 

Laalarash, a human who led a House Klethira caravan into 
the outpost three days ago, stands and starts barking out orders: 
“All able-bodied to the wall! Be brave! Defend the house with 
honour! Gorgoreth, make wall assignments — I'll command from 
inside the well-house.” 


(71) —_ 


LAST STAND AT OUTPOST THREE 


Gorgoreth, a human who serves as the outpost’s station chief, 
points at you: “Take the northeast corner of the berm. Defend it 
as best you can. Fall back if you hear the well-house bell.” 


Adjust the text above to account for the player characters in your 
group. Depending on the PCs’ backgrounds, they probably know 
either Laalarash or Gorgoreth, though probably not well. 

Creatures: Let the PCs station themselves anywhere they like 
below the crest of the berm (see the Northeast Corner map). As 
soon as the elves notice someone over the crest of the berm, roll 
initiative and start the fight. The elves attack in waves. The first 
wave consists of two elf rogues. 

Swiftwing Thieves (2): INT average; AL CN; AC 17; MV 
18; HD 2; hp 9 each; Attack +0 or +3; #AT 1 or 2; Dmg 1d8+1 
(exceptional bronze scimitar) or 1d8 (bronze arrows); SA psionics, 
backstab x2 (ranged); SZ M (7’ tall); ML 11. 

S 12, D 19, C 12,110, W 13, Ch 8. 

Psionics (+0, PSPs 5, MAC 10): conceal thoughts. 

Possessions: Exceptional bronze scimitar, longbow, 10 bronze 
arrows, studded leather, tattoo of concealing amorpha, tattoo of 
animal affinity, 2 potions of cure light wounds, 5 cp. 
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Tactics: The two elves prefer to take pot shots with their longbows 
from behind the rocks, using their Ranged Backstab fighting style. 
They'll hide (HS 55%) and backstab the first defenders they see 
over the stone berm. After the first round, the rogues will fall back 
and hide again behind the rocks. 

Once the elves face opposition, they use their tattoos of animal 
affinity (bringing their scimitar attack bonus to +1 and damage to 
1d8+2) and tattoos of concealing amorpha (20% miss chance). They 
won't activate their tattoos at the same time. One elf continues the 
attack while other uses tattoos, then the first elf uses tattoos while 
the other attacks. 

If the PCs come out from their defensive positions to get the 
Swiftwings, the elves use their speed and acrobatics (19) to strike 
and retreat as often as possible. 

Swiftwing rogues retrieve and drink a potion of cure light wounds 
whenever they're reduced below 5 hp. 

Development: The first challenge for the PCs in the defence 
of Outpost Three is relatively straightforward: dealing with these 
two elf snipers as rapidly as possible. Just as they're finishing off 
the rogues in this encounter, introduce the elves from the Second 
Wave encounter. 
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Second Wave 

Light: Twilight (see movement at 500 yards, see type at 150 
yards; double for creatures with infravision). 

Sound: Elven whoops and war cries (automatic detection). 

Reaction: To casualties: elves make fighting withdrawal into the 
stone field. 

Auras: Faint psionic (tattoo of concealing amorpha, psychokinesis). 
faint psionic (tattoo of animal affinity, psychometabolism), 2 faint 
magic (potion of cure light wounds, necromancy). 

Important Rules: Feign Weakness and Weakness Identification 
fighting styles (Dark Sun Campaign Guide page 149). 

The elf attack is disorganised; they’re arriving at Outpost Three 
in small groups. Now another pair of elf rogues from the Swiftwing 
tribe arrives to continue the assault. 

Creatures: If the characters took out the first two elves with 
little difficulty, just introduce the new foes. If the PCs are wounded 
or spread out, give them a few rounds to regroup before these 
emerge from the stone field. 

Swiftwing Rogues (2): hp 8, 9; See Elves on the Wire above. 

Tactics: As described in the Elves on the Wire encounter above, 
but these rogues are more likely to have melee targets on the 
outside on the berm. After using their tattoos, the rogues try to 
flank a foe in melee and cut him down with their scimitars or get 
into position for a backstab. 

If the rogues can’t backstab or get into a flanking situation, 
they use the Feign Weakness and Weakness Identification fighting 
styles to deal increased damage to their targets. 

Development: Depending on the PCs’ situation, either allow 
a few rounds to elapse before continuing to the Crodlu Assault 
encounter below, or introduce the NPCs from the next encounter 
just as the PCs arc finishing off the elf rogues. 


Crodlu Assault 
Light: Twilight (see movement at 500 yards, see type at 150 yards; 
double for creatures with infravision). 

Sound: Elven whoops and war cries (automatic). 

Reaction: To casualties — elf makes fighting withdrawal into the 
stone field. 

Auras: Faint magic (+1 studded leather, abjuration), faint psionic 
(tattoo of animal affinity, psychometabolism), faint psionic (tattoo of 
dimensional swap, psychoportation). 

Important Rules: Animal Handling non-weapon proficiency 
(list of commands), Dark Sun Campaign Guide page 121-122. 

Creatures: A ranger with a trained crodlu attacks Outpost 
Three. 

Swiftwing Crodlu-Tamer, Elf Ranger 5: INT average; AL 
NE; AC 18; MV 18; HD 5; hp 40; Attack +8 or +9; #AT 1 or 
2; Dmg 1d6+4 (exceptional iron short sword, Accurate Blow, 
Piercing Blow) or 1d8+4 x2 (exceptional composite longbow, 
Piercing Shot); SA psionics, +4 to hit vs. species enemy (human, 
dwarf); SZ M (7’ tall); ML 11. 

S 14, D 20, C 11,110, W 12, Ch8. 

Languages: Common, Elven. 

Psionics (+0, PSPs 2, MAC 10): conceal thoughts. 

Possessions: +1 studded leather, 2 exceptional iron short 
swords, exceptional composite longbow, 20 iron arrows, tattoo of 
dimensional swap, tattoo of animal affinity, 25 cp. 
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Crodlu: INT animal; AL N; AC 16; MV 24; HD 4+4; hp 26; 
Attack +5; #AT 5; Dmg 1d4 x2 (claws), 1d6 x2 (rear legs), 1d8 
(bite); SA grapple; SZ L (10 tall); ML 11; MAC 12; XP 420; 
DSMC3/66. 

Tactics: The crodlu-tamer has a tattoo of animal affinity, which he 
uses before combat if possible to improve his Dexterity by +4. This 
improves ranged attacks and directed saves by +2 and improves his 
Hide and Move Silently skills from 38% and 45% to 48% and 60% 
respectively. 

The crodlu-tamer is the only elf who can control the crodlus. It 
takes an animal handling check (15) to give a crodlu the Attack, 
Stay, or Guard commands. If the check fails, the crodlu keeps 
doing whatever it was doing last round. 

The crodlu-tamer also has a tattoo of dimensional swap, which he 
uses as a surprise tactic to switch places on the battlefield with the 
crodlu. 

If the crodlu is dead, the crodlu-tamer flees once reduced to less 
than 10 hp. 

The crodlu charges into combat as soon as it can It makes as 
many melee attacks as it possibly can. Unless ordered to stay or 
keep attacking by the crodlu-tamer, the crodlu flees when it falls 
below 10 hit points — and with MV 24, it gets far away quickly. 

If the crodlu’s handler dies, the crodlu becomes enraged and 
attacks any non-elf it can find. If it gets line of sight to the kank 
stables, it ignores other foes and starts slaughtering kanks. 

Development: This is much more serious threat than the elf 
rogues the player characters have been facing up until this point — a 
crodlu on its own is a dangerous opponent for low-level characters, 
never mind one with a skilled rider. If the PCs are doing poorly, 
introduce one or two caravan guards or Haalak the fire-cleric 
(described on page 75). 

If the crodlu gets into the kank stable. Gorgoreth redirects troops 
from elsewhere to bolster the defence of the northeast corner. 

After this encounter, the PCs may need to spend a few rounds 
healing magically or psionically. Once they've done so, start the 
Final Push encounter. 


Final Push 

Light: Twilight (see movement at 500 yards, see type at 150 
yards; double for creatures with infravision). 

Sound: Elven whoops and war cries (automatic detection). 

Reaction: To casualties — elves make fighting withdrawal into 
the stone field. 

Auras: Faint psionic (tattoo of concealing amorpha, psychokinesis). 
faint psionic (tattoo of animal affinity, psychometabolism), 2 faint 
magic (potion of cure light wounds, necromancy). 

Important Rules: Feign Weakness and Weakness Identification 
fighting styles (Dark Sun Campaign Guide page 149). 

Creatures: This is the last group of elves to attack the north- 
east comer of the outpost — although the PCs don’t know that. 

Swiftwing Rogues (3): hp 11, 9, 8; See Elves on the Wire, page 
7l: 

Tactics: These elf rogues take up positions in the rocks and 
attack with ranged or melee weapons, depending on the situation. 

If the crodlu and tamer are still fighting, they run for the berm, 
keeping their distance from the crodlu. They hope to draw PCs 
away from the crodlu fight or get inside the wall themselves. 


Development: When these elves fall or flee, the sunset attack 
is over. PCs with line of sight to the other stone berms can see 
outpost defenders at the ready, but no fighting going on elsewhere. 
The survivors soon tend to the wounded, carrying those most in 
dire need of aid to the well-house. 

If the PCs chase the elves into the stone field or try to track 
them, go to the Rearguard encounter below. Otherwise Gorgoreth 
visits the northeast wall in about 10 minutes and tells the PCs they 
can stand down, saying, “None of you are on night watch, so you 
can get some rest.” 


Rearguard 

Light: Twilight (see movement at 500 yards, see type at 150 
yards; double for creatures with infravision). 

Sound: Faint shouts from outpost defenders (automatic 
detection). 

Reaction: None. 

Auras: Faint magic (+1 composite longbow, alteration), faint 
magic (+2 leather, abjuration), faint psionic (tattoo of animal affinity, 
psychometabolism), faint magic (potion of invisibility, illusion), faint 
magic (potion of cure light wounds, necromancy). 

Important Rules: Tracking, Dark Sun Campaign Guide 
page 143-144; Invisibility, Poison). 

Once the elves are repulsed by the defenders at Outpost Three, 
they flee into the surrounding desert. PCs who chase them run into 
one of the Swiftwing tribe's best raiders. This elf tries to drive the 
PCs back to the outpost — or at least occupy them long enough for 
the others to escape. 

Unless the PCs can somehow maintain line of sight to the fleeing 
elves, they'll have to follow tracks to trace the elves’ path through 
the stone field. 

If the PCs penetrate more than a few hundred feet into the 
stone field, they'll run into one of the Swiftwing tribe’s sub-chiefs 
guarding the elves’ path of retreat. 

Swiftwing Raider, Elf Ranger/Thief 5/5: INT average; AL 
NE; AC 18; MV 18; HD 5; hp 40; Attack +7 or +10; #AT 1 or 
2; Dmg 1d8+2 (exceptional iron long sword) or 1d8+4 x2 (+1 
composite longbow); SA backstab x3 (ranged), psionics, species 
enemy (human, dwarf); SZ M (7’ tall); ML 15. 

S 13, D 20 C 13,1 10, W 12, Ch 8. 

Languages: Common, Elven. 

Psionics (+0, PSPs 2, MAC 10): conceal thoughts. 

Possessions: +1 composite longbow (piercing shot), exceptional 
iron long sword, +1 leather, tattoo of animal affinity, potion of 
invisibility, 20 iron arrows, 4 potions of cure light wounds, 1 dose 
barbed scorpion venom (injury, onset 1d4+1 rounds, 25/2d4) 

Tactics: The elf’s first standard action in combat is to activate 
his tattoo of animal affinity, increasing his Strength to 17. This 
gives him a +9 melee attack with his long sword (1d8+3). He then 
retrieves and drinks a potion of invisibility. Once he’s invisible, he 
sneaks around the PCs, looking for a good backstab opportunity. 
If he waits until the end of the round to fire his bow, he gains an 
additional +1 to hit from the Steady Aim fighting style. 

The Swiftwing raider can manoeuvre around the battlefield well 
with his MV 18 and his acrobatics non-weapon proficiency (20). 
He's also stocked with healing potions, so he can withdraw for a 
round or two, quaff some potions, then return to the fray. 
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If one PC in particular seems dangerous, the Swiftwing raider 
spends a round to retrieve and apply barbed scorpion venom on an 
arrow (with a 1 in 20 chance he poisons himself). 


Chapter Two: Between Battles 


When the PCs aren't on the wall, they can get rest or explore other 
parts of Outpost Three. If they did well defending the northeast 
part of the outpost, the other defenders treat them with a degree 
of deference and the PCs gain a +2 bonus on any Charisma-related 
ability or non-weapon proficiency checks made in the outpost. 

If the PCs want to check out the various tents and buildings 
within the outpost, they can wander around as they like. The 
inside of the well-house and the western warehouses remain off- 
limits to anyone who isn’t a member of House Klethira (which is 
everyone but Laalarash and Gorgoreth in the outpost at this time). 
Gorgoreth paid an Urikite templar to cast a glyph of warding in 
order to secure the doors to the western warehouses. The glyph 
deals 12d4 electricity damage to anyone other than Gorgoreth who 
enters the warehouse without saying the glyph’s name. 

A rune over the doorway warns casual thieves of the danger of 
entering; a successful knowledge (arcanology) or spellcraft check 
allows a character to realise the rune specifically warns about a 
glyph of warding spell. Of those present, only Gorgoreth and 
Laalarash know the password (“Keltivarn”). The spell effect is at 
caster level 12. 

Creatures: It’s not likely the PCs ever fight the outpost guards, 
but they may come to aid the PCs if they get in over their heads in 
a fight. Some of these guards are permanently stationed at Outpost 
Three and some of them came in on Laalarash’s caravan. 

If the guards are drawn into a fight involving the PCs, they tend 
to be cautious and seek cover long enough to manifest combat mind. 
They then shoot their bows at the nearest foes. Because the guards 
have weapon specialisation (longbow), they have an extra +1 to 
attack rolls and deal +2 damage against targets within 30 feet. 

Guards flee or seek total cover when reduced to 5 hp or less. 

Outpost Guards (12): INT average; AL N; AC 14; MV 12; 
HD 2; hp 16; Attack +4; #AT 1 or 2; Dmg 1d8+5 (exceptional 
bronze scimitar) or 1d8+3 x2 (exceptional heavy pull composite 
longbow); SA weapon specialisation (scimitar); SZ M (6’ tall); ML 
12. 

S 17, D 14, C 15,110, W 12, Ch 8. 

Languages: Common. 

Psionics (+0, PSPs 6, MAC 10): combat mind. 

Possessions: Exceptional bronze scimitar, exceptional 
composite longbow (+2 Str), 10 iron arrows, bronze breastplate. 


Getting Healing 

There are two NPCs present who can heal the wounded and 
both Amanya and Haalak are busy doing just that after the latest 
assault. The PCs have to negotiate with them if they want healing. 
Haalak the fire cleric is easier to get healing from, but Amanya the 
psychometabolist is a better healer. 

Creatures: Haalak the fire cleric, an older human male with 
shaggy white hair, wanders around the outpost at random, 
muttering to himself a lot. He wears chitin armour and his hands 
are black, as if he rubbed charcoal on them. 


Haalak is an engaging conversationalist, but he tries to tum any 
discussion toward his favourite topic: burning things. His initial 
attitude is Indifferent, but that’s a reflection of how he feels about 
topics that aren't fire-related. He’s friendly enough — just obsessed 
with fire and more than a little crazy. 

Amanya is an older gray-haired human woman who wears an 
ill-fitting bronze breastplate. She rarely leaves her hospital tent, 
which is crowded with the wounded and dying. 

Amanya lives at the outpost, and she’s a good friend to 
Gorgoreth. She’s not happy that Laalarash arrived and pulled rank 
on Gorgoreth — and she gets angrier each time Laalarash retreats 
to the well-house during a fight. 


Haalak, Human Clr3 (Fire): INT average; AL CG; AC 17; 
MV 9; HD 2; hp 16; Attack +1; #AT 1; Dmg 1d6+1 (exceptional 
bone spear) or 1d8+2 (exceptional heavy crossbow); SA psionics, 
spells; SZ M (6' tall); ML 15. 

S 10, D 12, C 14,18, W 17, Ch 15. 

Spells: cure light wounds (x2), detect magic, flame blade, messenger, 
produce flame, sanctuary. 

Psionics (-1, PSPs 2, MAC 13): ballistic attack. 

Possessions: +1 chitin armour, exceptional heavy crossbow, 5 
iron bolts, exceptional bone spear, scroll of remove paralysis, scroll of 
cure serious wounds, scroll of speak with dead. 

Tactics: If Haalak is acting as a battlefield healer, he casts 
sanctuary on himself and scurries from ally to ally, casting his two 
cure light wounds. If in danger, he will use flame blade or produce 
flame, but casting either spell ends his sanctuary. In such a situation, 
Haalak will seek cover as swiftly as he can and rely on produce flame 
and ballistic attack (if he is able to manifest it). 

Once those spells and powers have been used, Haalak fires his 
crossbow from behind cover, saving flame blade for any foes that try 
to engage him in melee. 

Haalak is very aggressive in a fight. He only retreats if PCs 
convince him to do so (his starting attitude is Threatening for this 
purpose). 

Development: The following modifiers apply to the PCs’ 
attempts to influence Haalak: Characters talk about burning 
something (+2); PCs help him light something big on fire (+4); 
Characters let it slip that they think he’s crazy (-2); Characters put 
out a major fire (-4). 

Hostile (Attacked by PCs): Attacks, but retreats when endangered. 

Threatening: Ignores PCs or threatens them with the power of fire. 

Cautious: Lights things on fire for them, but that’s it. 

Indifferent: Puts half his spellcasting at the PCs’ disposal. 

Friendly: Puts spellcasting and scrolls at PCs’ disposal. 


Amanya, Human Psi5 (psychometabolist): INT genius; AL 
LG; AC 13; MV 12; HD 5; hp 27; Attack +1; #AT 1; Dmg 1d6-1 
(bone spear); SA psionics; SZ M (6’ tall); ML 13. 

S 8, D 10, C 13, I 18, W 16, Ch 12. 

Psionics (+8, PSPs 30, MAC 15): Ist level—catfall, cognitive 
trance, displacement, ego whip, empathy; 2nd level—biofeedback, 
ESP, flesh armour, heightened senses, send thoughts, thought shield; 3rd 
level—absorb disease, cell adjustment. 

Languages: Common. Aarakocran, Elvish. Ignan, Thri-Kreen. 

Possessions: Bronze breastplate, bone spear. 
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Tactics: Amanya can use cell adjustment to heal wounded allies, 
or absorb disease to take on their affliction and then heal herself. 

If Amanya gets into a fight, she is very cautious, fleeing at the 
first available opportunity. She knows how important she is to the 
defence of the outpost. 

Development: Amanya’s initial attitude is Cautious to any PC 
who hasn't lived at the outpost for at least six months. The following 
modifiers apply to the PCs’ attempts to influence her: Amanya 
learns of PCs’ prowess (+2); an NPC other than Laalarash vouches 
for them (+4); Laalarash gets involved (-2); PCs imply that she’s 
“wasting” healing on others (-4). 

Hostile: Has orderlies “escort” PCs from hospital tent. 

Threatening: Brusquely explains the concept of triage, telling the 
PCs she has more serious cases to deal with. 

Cautious: Grudgingly spends one-third of her available PSPs on 
PCs, 

Indifferent: Spends one-half of her available PSPs on PCs. 

Friendly: Spends two-thirds of her available PSPs on PCs. 


Ad-Hoc Experience Award: If the PCs successfully negotiate 
with either Haalak or Amanya for healing, award them experience 
as if they'd defeated that NPC in combat. Subsequent negotiations 
for healing don’t earn experience. 


Talking to Laalarash 

Laalarash is in way over his head. The master of a caravan bringing 
tools and “comfort items” (booze and food) to one of Urik’s obsidian 
mines in the Ringing Mountains, he found himself trapped inside 
Outpost Three when the elves surrounded the place. He’s assumed 
command, but he knows very little about even basic military tactics 
— his expertise lies in profit margins and negotiating tariff rates 
with Urik’s templars. 

Creature: Laalarash is determined to put on a brave face for 
those under his command, so he often tours the battlements 
(always during the day when attacks are unlikely) and “drills the 
troops” (always a pointless marching exercise or parade inspection). 
He watches fights from the relative safety of the well-house tower, 
too frightened to approach the battle further and too indecisive to 
issue orders. 

But away from an actual battle, Laalarash is less of a pushover. 
He’s absolutely determined to save both the outpost and his 
caravan, and he brooks no talk of abandoning Outpost Three or 
negotiating surrender with the elves. He’s eager to improve morale 
among the outpost defenders by talking tactics, and he entertains 
reasonable suggestions, making them seem like his own ideas if 
possible. 

Laalarash Human Tr7: INT high; AL LN; AC 16; MV 12; 
HD 7; hp 30; Attack +4/+2 or +4; #AT 2 or 1; Dmg 1d6+1 x2 
(exceptional steel short swords) or 1d6+2 (exceptional light 
crossbow); SA fast talk, poison, rogue skills; SZ M (6' tall); ML 10. 

S 10, D 12, C 10,114, W 13, Ch 18. 

Br 35, DI 25, DM 20, EB 15, FD 35, FRT 5, OL 10, RL 10. 

Languages: Common. Dwarven, Elven. 

Psionics (+1, PSPs 2, MAC 11): conceal thoughts. 

Possessions: +2 studded leather armour, cloak of protection +1, 2 
exceptional steel short swords, exceptional light crossbow, 10 iron 
bolts, 2 potions of extra healing, potion of fly. 


Laalarash 


Tactics: Laalarash prefers not to fight, using his social skills to 
talk his way out of a battle. Failing that, he puts as many loyal 
troops as possible between himself and the enemy, then acts as a 
sniper, hiding behind cover and using his crossbow to attack nearby 
enemies. In melee, he fights cautiously, trying to leave himself a 
path of withdrawal at all times. He tries to avoid finding himself in 
melee alone, ordering other defenders to guard him whenever he 
is exposed to danger. 

If Laalarash takes more than 10 points of damage, he drinks one 
of his potions of extra healing. He saves the potion of fly for a get- 
away if he can't flee on foot. 

Development: Laalarash’s initial attitude is Cautious - a 
reflection of the airs he’s putting on as commander of the outpost’s 
defence. 

The following modifiers apply to the PCs’ attempts to influence 
him: Characters use military jargon to get their point across (+2); 
PCs suggest ideas that make Laalarash seem clever or brave 
(+4); Characters mention Gorgoreth in a positive way (-2); PCs 
cast aspersions on Laalarash or the importance of the command 
structure (-4). 

Hostile (Attacked by PCs): Orders nearby caravan guards to 
apprehend the PCs, then retreats to safety. 

Threatening: Orders the PCs to man the walls immediately. A 
half-hour later, he orders Gorgoreth to check up on the PCs and 
make sure they're truly loyal. 

Cautious: Entertains obvious suggestions that directly improve 
the security of the outpost, such as digging trenches or establishing 
a reserve of troops to counterattack. 

Indifferent: Considers — and possibly even suggests — activities 
that send a strike team (the PCs, basically) beyond the walls of the 
outpost for reconnaissance or a commando raid. 

Friendly: Gives PCs indirect control of the outpost’s defences. 
Laalarash still issues the orders, but he takes PC advice as long as 
it’s plausible. 
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Talking to Gorgoreth. 

Gorgoreth is in the unenviable position of not commanding his 
own outpost. For three years, Gorgoreth managed Outpost Three, 
keeping it safe from elf bandits (though never ones as persistent 
as the current groups), belgoi tribes, and other monsters from the 
surrounding wasteland. But since Outpost Three’s purpose is to 
support House Klethira’s caravans, he’s subordinate to Laalarash 
and was forced to concede command of the outpost to him. 

To say Gorgoreth chafes under Laalarash’s command is an 
understatement. Most outpost defenders (caravan and outpost 
guard alike) can tell Gorgoreth isn’t happy. But he’s seen ineffective 
caravan masters before, so is determined to suffer Laalarash while 
he quietly does his best to keep Outpost Three safe. 

Creature: Gorgoreth has a secret. He’s in the pay of House Stel, 
the dominant merchant house in Urik. Stel’s agents pay Gorgoreth 
to use his scrying power to periodically report on House Klethira’s 
caravan schedules. When the elves started attacking Outpost 
Three, Gorgoreth sent word to both House Klethira headquarters 
in Urik and his contact with House Stel. 

Gorgoreth knows that House Klethira has sent a relief column 
that'll arrive in three days’ time. He also suspects that House 
Stel might be sending aid — although House Stel might just keep 
Outpost Three for itself if it arrives to find it ill-defended. 

The PCs could talk to Gorgoreth for any number of reasons, 
from the tactical (“What’s in the western warehouses?”) to the 
strategic (“What if we abandon the outpost for a few days, then 
reoccupy it once the elves move on?”). 

Gorgoreth’s responses to PC inquiries can vary; don’t be afraid to 
diverge from the responses suggested in the Development section. 

Gorgoreth Human Psi7 (clairvoyant): INT exceptional; AL 
CN; AC 10; MV 12; HD 7; hp 30; Attack +3; #AT 1; Dmg 1d6-1 
(quarterstaff); SA psionics; SZ M (6’ tall); ML 10. 

S 8, D 12, C 14, I 16, W 10, Ch 13. 

Languages: Common, Elven, Dwarven, Thri-Kreen. 

Psionics (+9, PSPs 46, MAC 14): Ist level—conceal thoughts, 
detect magic, detect psionics, ego whip, empathy, know location; 2nd 
level—aura sight, ESP, object reading, precognition, thought shield; 
3rd level—detection, inertial barrier, mind thrust; 4th level—kinetic 
blast, scrying. 

Possessions: Cognisance crystal (3), dorje of ballistic attack 
(1d12 damage, 21 charges remaining), quarterstaff, power stone of 
dimensional door, power stone of detonate. 

Tactics: Gorgoreth needs a few rounds to prepare before he 
enters battle. He relies on psionics for protection, so he manifests 
inertial barrier (spending 5 PSPs to halve damage from several 
attack forms with an initial duration of 7 rounds) and thought 
shield (spending 3 PSPs to increase his MAC to 17 for an initial 
7 rounds). If possible, he spends an additional two rounds using 
his power manipulation non-weapon proficiency on each of these 
powers, costing 5 PSPs per power. If successful, inertial barrier also 
grants him a +2 AC bonus and thought shield grants him MAC 19. 

If Gorgoreth isn’t directly threatened (he’s manning the walls 
with others against an elf attack, for example), he manifests inertial 
barrier and thought shield, then uses his dorje of ballistic attack every 
round from behind cover to hurl small rocks at his foes. 

Gorgoreth retrieves and activates his power stone of dimensional 
door to get away if he falls below 15 hit points. 


Development: Gorgoreth’s initial attitude is Cautious, which 
represents his brusque nature and the fact that he has a lot 
competing for his attention. The following modifiers apply to the 
PCs’ attempts to influence him: the PCs tell Gorgoreth they're 
frustrated with Laalarash (+2); he witnesses the PCs handily 
defeating elves (+4); the PCs suggest mutiny against Laalarash 
(-2); PCs advocate abandoning the outpost (-4). 

Hostile: Gorgoreth orders the PCs to guard the walls and uses 
psionics to force them from his presence if necessary. “Beat it, or 
I'll make your brains leak out your ears.” 

Threatening: Tells PCs to go deal with Laalarash. “He’s in charge 
here, not me.” 

Cautious: Answers questions as long as the PCs have a satisfactory 
explanation for why they want to know. “The picks and shovels are 
locked up in the northwest warehouse; why do you ask?” 

Indifferent: Takes the PCs into his confidence — to a degree. “If 
we could just set up a parley with the elves, we might be able to 
work something out. The raiders themselves aren't willing to talk, 
but if we could get to the chiefs somehow...” 

Friendly: Takes the PCs completely into his confidence. “There’s 
help on the way from Urik, but it'll lake three days to get here. If 
we can just bog the elves down in negotiations for a few days, the 
relief column will be here.” 

The Indifferent or Friendly results set up the PCs for Chapter 
Four, when they leave Outpost Three to find the elves and the 
mysterious leader behind them. 


The Third Degree 
If the PCs (or other defenders) took an elf captive during the raid, 
the prisoner regains consciousness about three bells after sunrise 
the next morning unless he receives magical healing before then. 
Creature: Alie-Aka is Swiftwing rogue. He’s been stripped of 
everything but loincloth and sandals. Scars and wounds crisscross 
his torso, especially his back. He’s probably still at negative hit 
points; use -5 if NPC defenders took him captive. 
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Alie-Aka: hp 9; other stats as for the Swiftwing thieves in Elves 
on the Wire, page 72. 

Development: Alie-Aka’s initial attitude is Hostile. At first 
he’ll only curse in Elven at his captors, but it’s possible for skilled 
interrogators to draw him out with either fast talk or intimidation. 

The following modifiers apply to the PCs’ attempts to influence 
Alie-Aka: PCs use a good cop/bad cop technique, with a fast talk 
non-weapon proficiency check (or trader ability), assisting an 
intimidation attempt or vice versa (+2); PCs threaten Alie-Aka 
with imprisonment (+4); PCs speak to him in Elven (+4); PCs 
threaten him with pain or death (-2); PCs knock him out again (-4 
after he regains consciousness.) 

Hostile: Insults but says nothing further. Accidentally gives his 
name. 

Threatening: Reveals Swiftwing strength in general terms, and 
anything else that'll scare his captors. Tries fast talk to set himself 
up as a guide through Swiftwing lands (he actually plans to lead the 
PCs into an ambush). 

Cautious: Brags about how the Swiftwings are still “strong in 
numbers and pure of spirit.” Explains that if the player characters 
(or other captors) set him free, he'll sketch them a map that allows 
them to avoid the Swiftwing cordon. The route Alie-Aka sketches 
out leads straight past a Swiftwing observation post, which Alie- 
Aka won't mark on the map, but the map is otherwise reasonably 
accurate. 

Indifferent: Describes Swiftwing forces in detail, but can’t explain 
the sustained siege. Draws an area map that’s accurate, including 
the location of Swiftwing observation posts and the general location 
of the other two elf tribes. 

Friendly: Explains that a mysterious cloaked figure named 
Karadao visits the chieftain of the Swiftwing tribe once every week 
or so. Alie-Aka has seen Karadao only once, at which time he 
noticed that there was a bulky — maybe obese — figure under those 
black robes. 

It’s unlikely that the PCs’ intimidation or fast talk checks improve 
Alie-Aka’s attitude towards them to Indifferent or Friendly, but 
appropriate telepathic powers (such as telempathic projection) and 
spells such as charm person immediately improve Alie-Aka’s attitude 
to Friendly. 

Ad-Hoc Experience Award: If the PCs arc able to improve 
Alie-Aka’s attitude at least to indifferent, they earn experience as if 
they had defeated him in combat. 


A Gathering Storm 
One bell before sunset on the second day, read or paraphrase the 
following. 


Following the gaze and pointed fingers of the guards on the 
stone berm, you look to the east. The horizon is obscured by a 
massive gray-black cloud that stretches high into the sky, roiling 
as if it were a thing alive. 


A successful survival non-weapon proficiency check is sufficient 
to confirm the rumour sweeping across Outpost Three: a massive 
dust-storm is bearing down on the outpost and will arrive shortly 
after nightfall. 

After about 15 minutes of game time have passed, read or 
paraphrase the following. 


Laalarash has assembled all the able-bodied outpost defenders 
near the well-house. “My weather observations indicate that a 
duststorm is on its way,” he says. “A big one. At least we won't 
have to worry about the elves tonight — they're probably scurrying 
into whatever holes and crevices they can find. Disassemble all 
the tents and anything that won't withstand a storm, then report 
to Gorgoreth, who will assign you to one of the warehouses. 
You'll stay there until the dust storm has passed.” 


The PCs are expected to help dismantle the tents, but don’t 
dwell on this overlong. Once the PCs are ready, Gorgoreth assigns 
them to the centre western warehouse. Read or paraphrase the 
following: 


Gorgoreth whispers something and lets you inside, then closes 
the door behind you. “It should be obvious when the duststorm 
has passed. Until then, stay inside. Oh, and Laalarash says to 
stay out of the crates — it’s mostly dried food and rootwine for 
the obsidian mines. That’s what Laalarash says.” 


If the PCs previously talked to Gorgoreth and know about the 
relief column heading toward Outpost Three, Gorgoreth adds that 
he’s worried. “If they can’t reach shelter, the storm’ll wipe them 
out,” he says grimly. 

Not long after Gorgoreth shuts the warehouse door, the PCs 
hear the wind pick up, eventually reaching a dull roar that makes 
sleep somewhat difficult. The PCs can pilfer the trade goods in the 
warehouse if they like — there’s no real consequences if they do. 


Chapter Three: Night of the Duststorm 


While neither elves nor PCs can function long in the midst of a 
duststorm, Karadao has other minions at his disposal During the 
night, he sends lesser thinking zombies against the PCs. 

This sets up another cascade of linked battles using a common 
map. As in Chapter One, use your own sense of pacing to 
determine how quickly one encounter follows another. The first 
encounter occurs about three bells after sunset 


Zombies at the Door 

Light: Torches inside warehouse (normal illumination). 

Sound: Roaring duststorm outside (automatic: imposes a -4 
penalty on observation checks to hear anything else). 

Reaction: None. 

Aura: Faint evil (zombie thieves). 

Important Rules: Turn Undead, Player’s Handbook page 103 
and Dark Sun Campaign Guide page 107; Greater duststorm — 
causes Gray Death (Dark Sun Campaign Guide page 219) and 
reduces visibility as a driving sandstorm (Dark Sun Campaign 
Guide page 220). 

Read or paraphrase the following: 


You're finally getting used to the roar of the duststorm outside 
and the hiss of line sand seeping into the warehouse through 
cracks in the walls and ceiling. 

With a boom and a crack, the top half of the warehouse door 
staves in. Through the dust you can dimly see elves bearing a 
makeshift battering ram. 
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Have the PCs make observation non-weapon proficiency checks 
immediately, and tell anyone who passes that these elves are pale 
white and glassy-eyed. 

Then have the players roll initiative as the elf zombies start to 
clamber into the warehouse. 


Lesser Thinking Zombies 

These are identical to the thinking zombie described on page 375 
of Dark Sun Monstrous Compendium III, except they have no 
minimum Hit Dice. 


Creatures: Because they don’t breathe, zombies can survive 
in a duststorm with little difficulty. They attack several of the 
warehouses, including the one the PCs occupy. 

Lesser Thinking Zombie Swiftwing Thieves, (4): INT 
average; AL CE; AC 18; MV 12; HD 2; hp 12; Attack +4; #AT 1 
or 2; Dmg 1d3 plus disease (bite) or 1d6+4 x2 (claws) or 1d8 x2 
(iron arrows); SA disease, psionics, backstab x2, immunities; SZ M 
(7 tall); ML 20. 

S 19, D 19, C 10,1 10, W 10, Ch 4. 


Languages: Common, Elven. 

Psionics (+0, PSPs 5, MAC 10): conceal thoughts. 

Possessions: Exceptional longbow, 5 iron arrows, studded 
leather, buckler. 

Tactics: Players used to standard D&D zombies are in for a 
surprise — these zombies are fast, smart, and skilled. Play up their 
speed, and make sure you check for infection with each successful 
bite. The zombies’ Armour Class goes down to 17 if they used their 
bows in the previous round, because they use bucklers. 

Don’t forget that thinking zombies are immune to sleep, bold, 
charm, illusions, mind-affecting spells, death magic, cold-based 
spells, poison and paralysis, and suffer only half damage from 
magic missiles and all fire and electrical attacks. 

The PCs have one key advantage in this fight the zombies must 
climb through the hole in the warehouse door to get inside. The 
zombies are scrambling and hurrying and so must make Dexterity 
checks at -5 to clamber through, so there’s a chance they'll fail and 
make no progress. If a zombie succeeds on the Dexterity check, it 
uses 30 feet of movement to get through the door. While entering, 
the zombies can’t use their bucklers and don’t get their Dexterity 
bonus to Armour Class, so they're AC 13 until they get inside. 

Development: When this encounter is wrapping up, move 
to the Zombie on the Roof encounter unless the PCs need time 
to heal. Because the next encounter starts with two rounds of a 
thudding sound from outside the warehouse, it is a good encounter 
to begin while the PCs are still occupied with this encounter. 

Ad-Hoc Experience Award: Because the PCs have a significant 
terrain advantage in this fight, award 10% less experience than you 
otherwise would. It’s a dangerous encounter relative to the PCs’ 
level, so it’ll still be a big experience point award. 


Zombie on the Roof 

Light: Torches inside warehouse (normal illumination). 

Sound: Roaring duststorm outside (automatic: imposes a -4 
penalty on observation checks to hear anything else). 

Reaction: None. 

Aura: Faint evil (zombie thieves). 

Important Rules: Turn Undead, Player’s Handbook page 103 
and Dark Sun Campaign Guide page 107; Greater duststorm — 
causes Gray Death (Dark Sun Campaign Guide page 219) and 
reduces visibility as a driving sandstorm (Dark Sun Campaign 
Guide page 220). 


You hear a thud every second or so, coming from the trap door 
in the roof. With each thud, the trap door seems to shiver. 


Creature: A zombie atop the warehouse jumps up and down 
on the trap door, trying to cave it in. The zombie crashes through 
the trap door into the warehouse after two rounds of jumping. 
The fifteen-foot drop inflicts 1d6 points of damage to the zombie 
unless it makes an acrobatics check, which reduces this by half. 

Lesser Thinking Zombie Crodlu-Tamer, Ranger 5: INT 
average; AL NE; AC 17; MV 18; HD 5; hp 35; Attack +9; #AT 1 
or 2; Dmg 1d3 plus disease (bite) or 1d6+4 x2 (claws) or 1d8+4 
x2 (exceptional composite longbow, piercing shot); SA psionics, 
species enemy (human, dwarf), disease, immunities, psionics; SZ 
M (7' tall); ML 20. 

S 19, D 20, C 11,110, W 12, Ch 4. 
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Zombie Elf 


Languages: Common, Elven. 

Psionics (+0, PSPs 2, MAC 10): conceal thoughts. 

Possessions: Exceptional longbow, 5 iron arrows, studded 
leather. 

Tactics: This zombie has both a potent ranged attack and a good 
set of melee attacks. It hangs back and shoots arrows at PCs if it 
can, then moves into melee and makes as many direct attacks as 
possible. 

Development: This encounter leads right into the Zombies 
Everywhere encounter that follows below, subject to your sense 
of pacing. 


Zombies Everywhere 

Light: Torches inside warehouse (normal illumination). 

Sound: Roaring duststorm outside (automatic: imposes a -4 
penalty on observation checks to hear anything else). 

Reaction: None. 

Aura: Faint evil (zombie thieves). 

Important Rules: Turn Undead, Player’s Handbook page 103 
and Dark Sun Campaign Guide page 107; Greater duststorm — 
causes Gray Death (Dark Sun Campaign Guide page 219) and 
reduces visibility as a driving sandstorm (Dark Sun Campaign 
Guide page 220). 


After a moment of quiet, another zombie appears at the door. 
You also hear footsteps on the roof. 


This encounter is simple, but dangerous. Two more zombies 
(one thief and one crodlu-tamer) attack the warehouse. One drops 
through the open trap door and another comes through the hole 
in the front door. 

Lesser Thinking Zombie Swiftwing Thief: hp 12; see 
Zombies at the Door, above. 


Lesser Thinking Zombie Crodlu-Tamer: hp 35; see Zombie 
on the Roof above. 

Development: I f the PCs are too worn out for this encounter, 
it’s OK to skip it. 


Aftermath 


Once the zombies have been defeated, the PCs can patch up the 
trap door and warehouse door using packing material from the 
warehouse. PCs can try to check on the other warehouses, but 
surviving exposure to the greater duststorm for more than a few 
rounds is difficult. 

The duststorm abates at about two bells after sunrise. When 
the PCs emerge from the warehouse, they quickly learn that most 
of the other warehouses were breached and many of the outpost 
defenders slain. The carnage of the zombie attack increases the 
pressure on Laalarash and/or Gorgoreth to somehow end the siege. 
Their plans (attack the elves or parley with them, respectively) will 
definitely involve the PCs, sending them beyond the outpost. 


Chapter Four: Beyond Outpost Three 


At this point, “Last Stand at Outpost Three” becomes less of an 
adventure and more of a jumping-off point for your campaign. The 
PCs almost certainly leave the outpost on a journey of some sort, 
but its purpose and destination is up to you and the players. 

Some possible journeys include: 

e Gorgoreth sends the PCs to negotiate with the elves. The PCs 
must brave the rigours of the stony barrens, survive the elves 
guarding the Swiftwing camp, then negotiate with the elf chief. 
If they succeed at a psicraft check or use detect psionics, they'll 
be able to tell that the chief of the Swiftwing tribe has been 
dominated. 

e Laalarash sends the PCs on a reconnaissance mission. As above, 
but the players aren’t trying to talk with the elves but spy on 
their movements and hopefully get warning of an attack. The 
adventure turns into a cat-and-mouse game between the PCs 
and the elves, played out across the stony landscape. 

e Laalarash sends the PCs on a reprisal raid. As above, but the 
PCs aren't trying to remain hidden. They're trying to find and 
slay as many elves as they can. 

e Laalarash or Gorgoreth sends the PCs to find the relief column. 
The duststorm didn’t destroy it completely, but it did leave the 
convoy exhausted and lost The PCs must find the rescue convoy 
and then guide it back to Outpost Three. 

e Gorgoreth sends the PCs to connect with House Stel mercenaries 
nearby. A group of mercenaries in the pay of House Stel was also 
on its way to Outpost Three when the duststorm struck. Though 
their numbers are depleted, they could be useful allies in the 
defence of the outpost — or they could try to seize Outpost Three 
for House Stel. 

e The PCs strike out on their own to deal with the elves — and 
whoever’s behind them. If they got Alie-Aka to talk, it’s possible 
they know of Karadao. If they can free the Swiftwing chief from 
domination or successfully interrogate him, they'll learn the 
location of the mysterious Red Tower and Karadao. If the PCs 
meet zombies during one of their other missions, they could 
track the undead back to the Red Tower. 
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e The PCs convince Laalarash and Gorgoreth to abandon Outpost One of the greatest dangers that faces desert travellers in the 
Three. Miles of hostile wilderness separate a rag-tag convoy world of DARK SUN is the weather. There’s little chance of 
from civilisation. The PCs must take a lead role in finding the precipitation in the desert, but the overall temperature can impact 
way back — and defending the survivors of Outpost Three en how much ground can be covered in a day of travel. See the Dark 
route from the terrors of the desert. Sun Campaign Guide, pages 218 to 222 for rules regarding 
e The PCs bug out. It’s certainly conceivable that the players grow weather, movement, and the risks of becoming lost. 
weary of the squabbling between Laalarash and Gorgoreth and The region between Outpost Three and civilisation is a desolate 


decide that the fate of Outpost Three isn’t important to them. wasteland. See page 210 of the Dark Sun Campaign Guide for 

They'll have to get out of the outpost alive (Laalarash is keen encounter frequencies and pages 7 to 9 of Dark Sun Monstrous 

to shoot deserters), then make their way back to civilisation, Compendium III for encounter tables. 

probably to either Urik or Tyr. From this point onwards, the campaign direction can be 

Let both the play style of your group and your plans for an guided by the combined desires of the players and DM. Perhaps 
ongoing DARK SUN campaign guide you at this point If your the characters are captured and enslaved, leading to the events 
players enjoy intrigue and negotiation, have them try to negotiate of A Little Knowledge, or perhaps they run across the ruined 
with the elves. If they are spoiling for another fight, send them out mortuary described in Year of Priest’s Defiance. Or maybe they 


elf-hunting. If you want to use Karadao as a master villain in your reach one of the city-states and become embroiled in the dangers 

DARK SUN game, point the PCs toward the Red Tower. and intrigues that make their home there with adventures such as 
The PCs have a destination in mind, whether it’s the elf camp, Freedom or Arcane Shadows. 

the Red Tower, the city-state of Urik, or a relief caravan lost in the One thing is certain — life on Athas is never dull. 


wilderness. This adventure ends — and the next one begins — when 
they reach that destination. But first, they must survive the wilds 
of Athas. 


